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Summary: A familiar dark shadow had a plan in mind. Why else would he 
travel back in time and gather other villains? To defeat Jack Frost, 
of course, preferably many years earlier. The thing is... he managed 
to create a conflict against three other teens. Now, the Big Four 
shall be formed and each one tries to be a hero, whilst asking 
themselves, "Who is the most Fearless?" ABANDONED 


1 . Prologue 

**Author's note: Second fanfic... Criticize if you must. Compliment 
if you want . * * 

* *Disclaimer : I disclaim what ain't mine.** 

**SERIOUS REWRITE! I noticed how unpolished my writing was before. 
Now I am correcting everything.** 
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**Rise of the Brave Tangled Dragons:** 

**_The Eearless_** 

By: Brandishing No. 2 Pencils 
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**It comes like a shadow at night.** 



**The knocking at your door, the tiny creaks of the floor, the terror 
so blithe ! * * 

**Like a snake, they say, 
slitheringa€ 1 ** 

**Slithera€ 1 ** 

**Slithera€ 1 ** 

**AND BITE!** 

**(*** *_Translated by Princess Rapunzel from Queen Eleanor's poem 
"Nightlife"; lines 20-25, year 
unknown_* * * * ) * * 
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_Black_. 

Everything around him was pitch black... and he had become afraid of 
_it_. He was afraid of the suffocating cold the talons of the night 
would offer as it wounded itself around his skinny neck, threatening 
to slice off his jugular and his breath. _Afraid_ of those feral, 
yellow eyes as they would glare at him, turning his veins into ice as 
freezing as the arctic and stealing his very soul in the process. He 
was afraid of the constant hisses and scratches coming from nowhere, 
unsettling him, taunting him, _mocking hima€l_ 

Oh, the prices those wretched _Guardians_ would pay for reducing him 
to such a lowly state! 

He would do anythinga€"_anything at all_a€"to make them feel what 
suffering he had undergone. The way of how things run will change 
majestically: the smiles will turn to screams, the laughter will 
become tears of sorrow, the hope will wither away to ashesa€ 1 

a€ 1 and lif ea€ 1 

a€lwill become death. 


Oh yesa€ 1 



Pitch stood up weakly, his legs stumbling under the unfamiliar 
weight. One foot after another, he shifted his balance to remain 
upright, looking up at the small patch of sky peeking out from the 
remains of that rotten bedpost. Thousands of feet above him, the moon 
shined down, scorning him with its white brilliance. 

How long was he plagued by his own Nightmares? How many years had 
passed since annoying Jack Frost defeated him? It has been far too 
long. It could have been minutes or thousands of years ago, and all 
the while, he was left defeated in the dark. 

Pitch shadow-travelled, having enough strength to to end up under a 
shady tree, just a few meters away from the bedpost. He blindly 
clutched at a low branch for support as his wheezing lungs screamed 
for oxygen, else he'd collapse under that amount of strain. Dizziness 
swallowed up his already weakened senses, and it took twenty 
mouthfuls of air just to regain his bearings. How he missed consuming 
the bittersweet taste of the children's worst demons, coupled with 
the melody that comes along with it. 

The starting lyrics were almost always the same: AAAAAHHHHHHHHH ! 

For years, he had been seeking out the song's composer, eager to get 
his or her autograph. Too bad there was a chance he'll be greeted by 
a skeleton. 

His eyes wandered around aimlessly, searching for his _supposedly_ 
loyal Nightmares. Each and every one of them probably ran away and 
was turned by _oh-so-powerful_ Sandy into golden dreamsand, used for 
the benefit of creating sparkles and rainbows. The sickening thought 
made Pitch realize that he did not have enough black sand to command. 
Not enough to conquer. 

He smothered his face with his palm, berating himself for his 
incompetence in failing to notice such an important thing earlier. 

Ah, what an inconvenience ! But there was always the lingering 
temptation of overwhelming the magic of Sandya€ 1 

Gathering just a little more of his dwindling strength, he forced 
himself to transport at a dark alley in a small town. He smirked 
briefly, finally getting used to his favorite mode of transportation. 
Just then the wind swirled and upon hearing something crinkle, 
twisted his arm and grabbed a fluttering newspaper behind him, his 
head not looking back. It was with dread when he opened it to locate 
the date. 

How many years since his defeat? 

_Five. _ 

_Five wasted years. _ 

Those wrecked children from Burgess had become teenagers. 

_If they still believed in the those Guardian fools_. Pitch thought, 
_then it is a first, for teens to believe in so-called myths and 
legends ._ 

With unnecessary force, he crumpled the filthy newspaper, then threw 
it on the ground as hard as he could before glaring at the 



star-dotted sky. 


He was met with clouds covering the observant 
moon . 

Perfect . 


The earth-shattering screams didn't start until he touched the 
beautiful dreamsand, delicately corrupting it as he willed the 
luminous gold to turn into inky black. With expert fingers, he 
summoned his own small amount of black sand, adding it to the growing 
mass and allowed it to turn the child's dream of playing a violin 
expertly into her being pelted with disgusting tomatoes by the 
furious audience. The female child started crying in her sleep and 
started thrashing around wildly. She held up her hands as if warding 
off the next vegetables coming her way. 

Pitch laughed heartlessly. _Useless movea€l_ 

Strength flooded into him, filling his heart with euphoria. Energy 
and power fused into one as long as the child continues to cooperate, 
creating more Nightmares for him. When there was nothing left, he 
departed, chuckling into the night and leaving the child heaving 
inside the orphanage. 


Back at his lair, he affectionately ran his index finger along the 
manes of his new creations. Their texture was as rough as sandpaper, 
but to him, the stroking was like greeting some old friends. 

"You'll always come back to me, won't you?" Pitch crooned. His pets 
neighed in response as the reinstated Nightmare King chuckled. 

"Always so wild and _untameda€"_" 

In a flash, he crafted a whip and struck at the Nightmares, 
immediately alerting them of the danger they are now under. Their 
frantic neighs did nothing to calm their creator. 

"This will teach you, " Pitch spat, striking once more to prove his 
point and ignoring the lashes that appeared on their muzzles. "a€lto 
NEVER leave your master again!" 

One-by-one, the black horses bowed down before him, but Pitch would 
have none of it. Their actions were assurance of their allegiance, 
but now they're nothing more than mere pawns in his game. 

To distract himself, he studied his crude and considerably smaller 
Globe of Belief, surprised to see that it had rusted a little more 
with time. 

_A little more with time_. 

He cocked his head to the side, regarding the ugly surface of brown. 
The idea that struck him seemed so perfect, so flawless, so laughably 
impossiblea€ 1 



But then, he never truly tested the limits of his capabilities. There 
were numerous boundaries that hindered him from achieving his goal. 

It was like a thorn at his side, a splinter buried in his 
heada€ 1 

Nevertheless, the answer to his triumph was so obvious it was dancing 
naked in front of him. 

_Time_. 

The unwritten rules were: If one needed to alter the spitting 
present, he must do so in the past. 

But then, _again_, he had lost in the Dark Ages before, thousands of 
years ago. Besides, five against one seemed a stupid, suicidal idea. 
He was undeniably outnumbered, and it would all result to the _now_ 
if he decided to return to the _before_. 

Unlessa€ 1 

His upper lip peeled themselves from his teeth as he formed a grin. 

He closed his eyes as he relished his genius. It came to him that 
_that_ has been his fatal flaw all along: his loneliness. He'll need 
more pawns, more pieces to do his bidding. His orders. _His_. 

His own team of Guardians: full of mischief, betrayal, and wrath, 

_all from different periods of time_. People of today are searching 
and trying to find hope, wonder, and fun. How worthlessa€l 

What he needs is precision in his choices. 

Pitch pressed his palm against the metallic Globe of Belief. He may 
not be a mechanic, and a lot can go wrong with his actions, but he'd 
let his black sand do the trick for him. It trickled on the rusty 
surface, forcing it to change. 

_Threea€ 1 _ 

Every particle covered every inch, like madness paralyzing a mind. 

The globe began to shudder with too much power being delivered into 
it. It crackled with blackish lightning as the smell of ozone 
descended. Gears and wires whizzed as they were sent into overdrive, 
spinning rapidly as friction became nonexistent. 

_Twoa€ 1 _ 

Suddenly, the sphere began to spit out different scenes it had seen 
for the past few thousand years. There was a tall towera€"no, it was 
replaced by a kingdoma€"wait , now it showed dragonsa€"_f lying 
reptiles_. Many more scenes were displayed in front of Pitch, all in 
a very fast succession. Night would replace day. Winter became 
summer. Withered flowers bloomed into roses then thinned into seeds. 
Old men walked backwards and shortened into infants. The dead were 
restored to lifeaGl 

_Onea€ 1 _ 


Kingdoms reassembled as the cannonballs were sent back to the cannons 
of an invading army. Magma returned to an erupting volcano, and 



waterfalls climbed up the mountains. Pitch marveled hungrily at the 
ages rolling before his eyes, unable to choose the proper time for 
his plan. Each era was rapidly becoming more primitive and 
uncivilized, along with the people. 

Hmmma€ 1 how chaotic could things _possibly be_ if he'll just mash 
everything he needed together into _one_? ! 

KABOOM ! 

The Nightmare King was thrown back against the wall with force, 
making cracks appear along the stony surface. Dazed, he glanced at 
the globe, fearing that he may have accidentally broken it. He was 
relieved to see it was fine, though it had begun emitting a dark 
portal. Pitch hastily sprinted in front of his creation, but was 
unable to see what lies beyond its capacious depths. 

His hand carefully touched the rippling surface, laughing with 
delight as it passed through. Warily, he took one step after another, 
beckoning at his followers to come after him... and 
disappeared . 

_Knowing that he could rewrite history. _ 


2 . Chapter One 

**Author's note: So, I thank all those who reviewed and followed my 
story. For the next lines, I admit that I took a few ideas from the 
Internet. You see, I am collaborating what others imagine the Big 
Four movie to be. That will be all...** 

**Oh...and by the way... the RotBTD now has a _wiki!_ It needs more 
editors though. Who's interested?** 
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><p><span><strongXstrong>Chapter One: Hiccup<strong>* * 

First off, I can't believe that you're actually reading this. I mean, 
I've written this initially in Nordic language ... then I changed it to 
Dragonese. But I guess my friend translated it. If you are reading 
our story, I personally congratulate you. You survived the first 
wave_a€"yehey !_ Did I say first wave? Yes, I did. This is just the 
beginning. So, if you are still intact, I suggest that you stop 
reading the tale. But if you are as stubborn as a Viking could 
be... then continue on _f earlessly_. 

a€" 

_My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third. _ Hiccup for 
short ... Hic-hic for shorter. The sun smiled at the east of the island 
of Berk, and although located solely on the Meridian of Misery, Berk 
is supposedly a happy, tough neighborhood. In the chief's house, I 



squinted my green eyes on my way to my bedroom's window. I looked 
outside just to admire the beauty of the land... and to watch the 
dragons frolicking across the fields. 

It's hard for me to believe that the very same dragons ran amok, 
slashing and breathing fire on my fellow Vikings. Those _so-called 
_vicious creatures would then find where we hid the sheep and then 
incinerate yesterday's newly-renovated houses. 

I reminisced the scene where I caught and tamed Toothless, a Night 
Fury, and how we trained each other and how both of us saved the day 
by killing the terrifying, _queen_ dragon, the Red Death (I have 
_absolutely_ no idea how it got named that way. Last I checked ... she 
was grey) . This towering monster gave the other smaller dragons a 
reason to ravage towns for food. Sure, I had lost my foot in the 
process ... but heya€"it was worth it. In fact, I even found a 
dat e . . . 

Of course, trouble comes often on the island's sea shore, somehow 
always involving _me_. For instance, Alvin the Treacherous, an 
Outcast and enemy of the tribe would hide behind the beach rocks and 
plan something there that might overthrow my father, Stoick, 

otherwise known as ' I ' 11-pop-your-head-of f ' tribe chief. Indeed, 

I would just happen to stumble once in a while on a conversation 
between Gobber and my father about treacherous Alvin. 

Sometimes, I would take bets with Astrid (my girlf riend . . . uha€"er , my 
friend... who is a _girl_) on what could Alvin be planning against the 
town of Berk. Once, I said that Alvin would plant hybrid cookies that 
would crumble the houses and leave everyone panicking. Dumb, I 
know... but I was out of ideas! Meanwhile, Astrid replied that Alvin 
would want someone to teach him how to tame savage dragons and that 
he needs to kidnap me to do it for him. 

Should I really tell you who won the bet? 

It's Astrid. _And there was much rejoicing from my haters_. . . ahem, 
but that's another story. 

It was Mildew, a person who really hates dragons, who betrayed not 
only me, but also my people by giving me to Alvin the Humongous 
Bighead . 

I was awoken from my stupor when I heard a crispy knock on my wooden 
door. Toothless, who was snoring a moment ago, perked up from its 
bed . 

"HICCUP!" Stoick called in a voice that would cause an earthquake. 
"Wake up! You are supposed to meet with the representatives from the 
Dune Rock clan! They'll be here in 'bout three 'ours or so!" 

I ran a hand through my hair. How could I have almost 
forgotten? 

"It's DunBroch, dad," I replied, recalling the letter. "And, yeah, 
Ia€"" I sprinted hastily towards my closet. "I will get ready now. 
I'll be out in a moment!" 


I ran my fingers on the fabric of my clothes, and chose what I 
basically wore everyday. Toothless nudged my arm. 



"Oh, mornin'. Toothless," I greeted absent-mindedly, my mind drifting 
away . 

A few days ago, a letter came to my dad. It is written on the letter 
that on the day of the fifth full moon, the princess of the clan of 
DunBroch desired to see the dragons she had heard that lurked on the 
island and tame one. 

Normally, I would be suspicious about people asking me to see the 
creatures, but Stoick assured me that he knew the clan wella€"which 
makes a boy like me wonder why his father couldn't even name it. The 
kingdom was ruled by King Fungus or something, but I didn't listen 
much to that part. I wasn't in the mood for mushrooms anyway. 

As I stared at myself at the mirror, it came to me that I don't know 
how to act with manners in front of royalty. What should I say to a 
princess? Maybe I should practice the things I must say on 
Toothless . 

"Okay, bud," I said to my dragon. "Look. This is the first time I 
will actually meet royalty. I'll rehearse my lines on you and just 
act the way a princess might react about what I am talking about. 
Deal?" 

Toothless bobbed his head up and down, as if mimicking a nod. I 
froze, unsure what to do next. 

"Okay, here it goes..." I had striker a provocative body-builder 
pose. "Good morning, highness!" Then, I flashed a toothy smile. 

"Would you want to immediately ride the dragons I've 
trained? " 

Toothless doubled over making small roaring sounds which might've 
been laughter. "Grahaha graha ! " 

So... I take it that this is not the way I to do it. 

I dropped my act. "Okay, okay. Toothless. That wasn't right." I paced 
for a moment, thinking about the right words. 

Snapped my fingers, I tried again. "Okay. How about this? Hello, 
princess. You're beautiful. You have nice, straight hair. Would you 
want to cruise around first on my dragon. Toothless?" 

Toothless grunted. 

"Really? Great. Then after that. I'll teach you how to tame 
onea€"because, you know, that ' sa€"that ' s my job I train 
dragons . " 

Toothless raised an eyebrow. 

I took that as if the princess is in disbelief of my identity being 
the dragon trainer ... seeing as how I do get that a lot. "Well, yeah. 
Funny, but I am tougher than I look despite my small frame and stuff. 
So yeah. I'll give you a tour." I gestured outside. 


"This is Berk. It snows nine months of the year... and hails the other 
three. Any food that grows here is tough and tasteless. The people 



that grow here are even more so. The only upsides are the pets. While 
other places have ... ponies or parrots, we have ... dragons ! So yeah, 
d-did I mention I train those creatures?" I scratched the back of my 
neck. "And while we ride through the sky with the wind blowing 
through your hair, why don't I just throw myself to the ground and 
die painfullya€" wow what the hell am I doing... " 

That's it . . . I don't know what to do. 

Toothless shook his head. 

"I know, bud. I suck." I sat down and put on my shoes. "You know, 
let's just eat. I really need energy for later." 

It's true. Besides, I might fall out of fatigue the moment I try to 
shake the princess' hand. That would have been embarrassing. 

Toothless and I gobbled our breakfast quickly and we, the duo, ran 
out of the house. 

I wondered if the princess in my imagination looks like the one in 
real life though. 

I never considered what I'd do if she was different. 

_Big mistake... _ 


3 . Chapter Two 

****Chapter Two: Hiccup* * * * * * * * 

><strong>* * 

_My meeting started it all..._ 

A big ship with a mermaid figurehead scattered the sand on the beach. 
My father, friends and I waited for it's passengers to dismount. 
Astrid held my hand so firmly that I almost blushed, except that I 
know that she only does that because she is nervous. On my other side 
stood Snotlout (my snotty cousin) and the chaos-causing twins, 

Ruffnut and Tuffnut. Fishlegs was fidgeting behind me. Stoick was in 
front of him, standing straight and proud like a chief should. 

A ramp was set on the side of the ship. We saw a beefy man, much like 
my father except that he had curly ginger hair, walk down upon it. He 
trudged towards us, accompanied by two soldiers. 

"Ah, Stoicke, first-born from the Hooligan tribe!" the man greeted in 
a Scottish accent (my father explained it to me, _okay_?) . He shook 
Stoick 's hand vigorously. "Long thime now see! Wi compheted for the 
h ' and of sweet, dharling Elinor ramember?" 

I tensed. '_Dad never told me that._' 

Stoick chuckled. "Ah yes, but I purposely allowed me self to be 
defeated. You see, I fancied someone else..." He cleared his throat 
solemnly. He couldn't fool me, though. I knew he was talking about my 
mom. "Very well, and where is your daughter Fergus?" 


Fergus gestured at the ship. "Ah believ'd that me daughter is having 
a chat with her mother. But first, ah would like to tank you for 



accepting our request. Yah will be rewardid handsomely." He stared at 
Snotlout, who had come forward a little. "And tha ' mus ' be yer son." 
Fergus gestured in Snotlout 's direction. And once again, I was 
ignored. Who would ever see me as the chief's _noble_ son on the 
first meeting? 

Stoick glanced at my beefy cousin. "Nah, he isn't. But he is also a 
relative." Stoick beckoned me towards him, so I reluctantly let go of 
Astrid's hand. "Now, this is my sona€"Hiccup . " Stoick held my 
shoulders proudly. Well, at least he's brandishing me like I am worth 
something ... unlike before. 

Fergus examined my face closely, like he is preparing to kiss me, 
which made me nervous. 

should've chosen my finest Viking clothes, _' I thought. "Hi?" I 
said to Fergus. 

Fergus pulled back, his index and thumb fingers stroking his chin. 
"Can't bee. Tha ' s a talking fishbone." 

I heard my friends chuckle behind me. Okaaay . . . it ' s time for _sassy 
mode_. 

"Yeah, but I will be spikiest and deadliest fishbone you will ever 
see lying around, sir," I retorted sarcast ically . "You'll never see a 
much finer fishbone in your life!" 

Fergus smiled. "Ah like yah. Yup, yah are the son of yeh father!" He 
gestured at the sea vessel behind him. "Hiccop, may you escort me 
daughter to yeh village? Yah 'll find hur at the third room yah seh 
below deck. If yah hear hur talking to hur mother, jast knock and 
she ' 11 cam out ! " 

I almost had a hard time deciphering what Fergus is saying, but I 
hummed an affirmation. "I will, sir." 

Stoick let me go and I kicked the sand on my way to the ship. Up 
close, it was much bigger than I initially thought. The bow loomed 
over me, casting an eerie shadow, and the mermaid's eyes seemed to be 
following my presence. I shuddered internally, either because I am 
nervous or I am foolishly scared of inanimate objects. 

As I reached the rickety ramp and walked onto the polished deck, some 
of the crew on board saluted me, so I saluted back. "Uh-your leader 
had asked me to accompany the princess, " I said. 

A meaty crew member nodded and he gestured towards the stairs. "You 
the _servant_ of the dragon trainer?" he asked. 

Now I honestly don't know which emotion to pick: boiling hot rage or 
calm and cool frustration. Curling my fists, I 
choose . . . 

" Yeah . . . uh-huh, I'm the freaking servant." 

The meaty crew member must've sensed my annoyance. He mumbled his 
apology, and I just accepted it like I always do and went down the 
steps quietly. I was just in front of the third room when I heard it 
through the closed door. 



"...AHND WE'VE BEEN THRU THIS!" a female teen voice cried in the same 
Scottish accent like Eergus . 

"Shhh! Merida, I know. Bu ' this time, instead of being directly 
married without ahny bond, yah 'll get ta know the boy first!" replied 
a much more regal voice. 

"The boy who trains dragons?" Merida asked in a frustrated way. "And 
ah thought you were doing this tah me as a favor, allowing me tah 
have adventurea€"and freedom!" 

I stumbled back. Me? Get married to a princess? No, no, no... this 
can't be happening. What are they playing at? 

One, I just received a letter about her request. 

Two, I was tasked to go meet and get her. 

And threea€"_do I hear wedding bells?_ 

That escalated quickly. 

I breathed deeply and concentrated . Panicking won't do me any good 
right now, even if have the strange urge to go jump out of a window 
and splatter myself with cold water to make sure that I am not 
dreaming a nightmare. I knocked on the door twice. 

"And he iz here!" said the regal voice. "Pull yourself together 
Merida ! " 

Someone opened the door. A woman, whom I guessed was the queen smiled 
at me warmly. She wore a green velvet dress with a few golden 
jewelries. A simple crown demanded for attention on her head. 

There was a sound in the room behind the queen that sounded 
suspiciously like a head banging a table firmly. Somehow, I pitied 
the table more. 

"Uh, your highness," I bowed respectfully. The queen smiled. 

"Rise, young boy," she flicked her hand upwards. "Ahm Queen Elinor. 
Are you the dragon trainer? If so, ah have heard a lot about 
you . " 

"Y-Yes, your highness," I replied nervously. Suddenly, I thought of 
the conversation about marriage. A sense of foreboding filled me and 
I tried not to look constipated. 

Elinor continued. "You and my daughter wud get along well. Come on 
in." She opened the door further and light poured out in the hall. 

I held up my hand, permitting it to block out the harsh rays of 
sunlight that was passing through several small windows in the far 
corner of the room. There was a comfortable velvet sofa at the side, 
and there were pictures scattered on the walls. The thing I noticed 
most was a tapestry on my right. It would've been more beautiful if 
the tear between Elinor and the rest of her family wasn't visible. 
Looking closer, I observed that the tear was hastily mended, since 
the thread zigzagged on random places on the cloth. 



I glanced up at the queen and directed at the textile fabric. "Nice 
workmanship despite the visible flaw." 

Real chatty. Hiccup. Real smooth. 

But thankfully, Elinor was staring at a tangled, red heap at the side 
of the table, which resembled a mop. "Merida! Show some etiquette!" 
Elinor said commandingly . 

"So whut? Tha ' ah may see another ugly face again, especially someone 
probably scarred by drahgons?" came a muffled voice against the wood. 
"The last time ah met a boy me age was the Time of the Highland 
Games, and they were all competing for my hand. Ahnd oil of them were 
like bozos . " 

I was aware of my face heating up in anger. This is the 
princess ? 

Backtrack. _I_ did not imagine that her hair would be curly and 
unkempt, and not straight. _I_ did not imagine her being quite rude. 
And most of all, _I_ did not imagine being called a stupid bozo while 
the princess squashed her face on that flat surface. 

Elinor glanced at me apprehensively. I realized that she was asking 
for help, and she was scared that things are not going in the way she 
wanted it to. I knew that look from experience, especially from what 
happened a few months ago. I had become mature enough to see 
that . 

It was then that I decided that this was my time to shine. I raised 
an eyebrow in Merida's direction. "Your highness, I recommend the you 
should first see your acquaintance . I do not advise you to stop being 

offensively impolite , but please, not before you discern your 

guest visually, even if the said guest had a supposedly 
unattractive face," I remarked smartly. There. Well-spoken. 

That speech _definitely_ deserves a standing ovation. 

Queen Elinor gaped at me, but she covered her mouth with her delicate 
hands and hid a smile. 

Merida's head snapped up, tossing her mop of a hair in the process. 
"Tha' was unexpected." She turned her head around, and at last, I saw 
her face. To say that Merida's wild red hair framing face blue eyes 
suited her well was an understatement. She is pretty in a stubborn 
kind of waya€"not unlike Astrid. She was holding a bow and an arrow 
expertly . 

My stomach threatened to throw up my breakfast as I realized that she 
could shoot me right then and there. What if I had gone too far? I 
felt my hands shudder. I felt like I was being pelted with tomatoes 
instead of getting the standing ovation. 

Merida regarded me. Her eyes slid past my face and past my 
arms . 

"Wha's your name?" Merida asked. 

"Um-er, Hiccup." 



"Hiccopa€"what a peculiar name. Noth an unattractive face ah reckon," 
Merida commented. 

"So Merida, " Elinor interrupted. "Would you allow him tah escort you 
now? " 


"Ah can handle me self." Merida stood up stiffly and faced me. 
"Smart-mouth, come ahnd lead me to your dragons, " she beckoned. 

I mutely opened the door, and allowed Merida to pass. At least I 
should be grateful that she did not shoot me, but the way she carried 
herself started to nag me. I have read many books, and my mother used 
to tell me stories of rescued princesses. 

Merida radiated a different aura. Like she was the one who does the 
rescuing . . . 

I was about to step out when I felt a hand touch my shoulder. I 
flinched and turned around just to come face to face with Queen 
Elinor . 

"Ah hope you weren't unnerved with the earlier conversation 'bout the 
'_so-called_' engagement, and yes, know you heard us, " Elinor 
whispered hastily. 

I widened my eyes, and took probably took that as an affirmation of 
her assumption. 

"Bu' do not fear for that wasn't me plan. Ah was just teaching me 
daughter that boys aren't as insignificant as she thinks." 

Ah! So that's why. Waita€"_what ?_ 

"SHE ... thinks of boys as unimportant?" I asked. 

"She lev's freedome. She believes prin'cess duties keep 'er from 
attaining them," she replied. "Change 'er mindset. If she iz tah 
become a queen some ' day ... she needs tah be..._more_ than she 
currently iz. Ah am counting on yah." 

Elinor let me go, and I stumbled and nodded. 

When I heard about the fakeness of the engagement, to say that I felt 
a tsunami of relief was an understatement. 

But when I heard the task to _delight _Merida . . . the end of the world 
itself for me _is_ an understatement. 

As I turned my back to join Merida who was already at he deck, I 
heard the queen mutter in a very clear accent, "You are not doing a 
bad job . " 


4 . Chapter Three 
****Chapter Three: Hiccup**** 
_My archenemy has returned. . . 



The panic attack started the moment I set my foot on the sand. How 
could I impress an obstinate, tomboyish princess more by being me? 
Sure, I had done a _marvelous_ job on the ship, but my cheeky and 
sarcastic side only shows when I am not nervous. Right now though, I 
couldn't summon my confidence again, and anxiety seemed to press 
against me from all the cardinal points of direction (in simpler 
terms: _sides_. ) 

_Hello Merida! I am Hiccup's evil, corny twin! Don't expect me to be 
like the one you met earlier. He's the sassy one. Me? I am the 
darkest pessimist you will ever see in your entire dark, bleak life. 
Prepare! I will dominate the earth !_ 

Perfect . 

That will _definitely_ change her view on boys. 

My emerald green eyes scanned the edge of the woods, searching for my 
father and friends. I found no one. I shook my head, and my brown 
hair dangled a little over my eyes. 

'_They must've returned to the village_, ' I thought. 

THUMP ! 

I flinched as I looked behind, and I found Merida dusting sand off 
her blue dress. 

"Tha' was fun," she said. 

"Uha€"you jumped off the deck?" I asked meekly, pointing upwards. 
"What's the use of the ramp then?" 

Merida rolled her eyes. She blew a stray lock of hair and crossed her 
arms. "Tha's for those who are a'fraid of heights," she 
answered . 

"Oh-w-well, okay, " I stuttered. I fiddled with my fingers, unsure 
what to say next. I was suddenly surprised when Merida waved her hand 
in front of me. 

"Hallo!" she cried. "Where is the Smart-mouth tha' answered me back 
on the ship?" 

I took a step backward, annoyed. "Hey! You know what? Let's just go 
to my village. You want to find danger? Fine. I'll let you see 
danger." I beckoned her to follow me and I started walking. The wind 
blew around us, and a few leaves floated around the perimeter. 

We were already at the edge of the woods when Merida spoke again. 

"Yah have a prosthetic metal foot." 

I glanced at her. I really admire her awesome observational 
skills... it could've not been more obvious. "Yeah. I got that when I 
saved my tribe from a monstrous dragon, the Red Death." I ran a hand 
through my hair, ruffling it a little. 

Sunlight danced on my head as I moved one step after another over the 
thick roots of trees. I told Merida my exagerrated story of misery 
and drama. 



"Me father also has a prosthetic leg," Merida responded quietly. "He 
got it when he bought my mother and Ah time to escape from a 
Mor ' dua€" " 

"Mor'du?" I asked, not having heard of the unusual word before. "Some 
kind of evil dragon?" 

"A demon bear tha ' has so much strength," Merida said. "Me mother 
also almost became onea€"" 

"What?" 

"Long story." 

Unexpectedly, I felt a familiar shift in the air currents. 

Apparently, Merida felt it too. 

"Get down!" she said, but before she could shove me towards the 
ground, a streak of black beat her to it. 

I was roughly thrown back with a familiar weight. I looked into its 
face and found large green eyes staring back at me. "Toothless!" I 
cried happily. 

There was a sound behind Toothless like a string of a bow being 
pulled back. Realizing the danger, I immediately got out from under 
Toothless and saw Merida aim at the Night Fury's back. 

"Merida! No!" I stood between my dragon and the arrow (a foolish but 
noble move on my part.) "It's okay. You just startled him," I 
reasoned . 

Merida glared at the dragon. "I startled him?!" 

"Uha€"you do shout a lot, " I clarified. 

"It's color's like Mor'du," Merida observed. 

_Black_, I noted, though I am not sure for what. 

I looked back behind me, and I was shocked to see that I was actually 
already restraining Toothless from attacking the princess. 

"Merida, drop your bow," I said urgently. Toothless growled. 

"Ahnd why?" Merida asked skeptically, not bothering to lay down her 
toy . 

"First thing you'll learn from me," I started nervously, "is to obey 
my commands as the Dragon Trainer. Y-you want to tame a dragon? Drop 
your weapon first." 

I watched as Merida lowered her bow and arrow carefully and 
reluctantly . 

"Good." I then let go of Toothless. He swept his tail from side to 
side as he waddled towards her. 

"Whaa€"wha' are you doin'?" Merida automatically began to reach again 



for her weapon. 


"Don't!" Instantly, I was beside her (_I have no idea how I did 
that_. ) I grabbed her outstretched arm gently (I was just giving her 
a lesson, okay?) and led her towards Toothless. 

The Night Fury was also walking cautiously towards the princess, but 
it has no fear in its eyes. 

"Le' go of me!" Merida cried. She really has a striking resemblance 
in attitude with Astrid. Great! Just what I need: _two, fierce 
warrior princesses who can kick my sorry butt._ 

"Relax. I am not letting it hurt you, princess." I put her hand on 
Toothless' snout. But Merida accidentally stared at it right in the 
eyes. Toothless stepped back, snarling. 

' Come on! ' I thought. 

"Turn your head away and let it come to you," I directed carefully. I 
let go of Merida's arm. 

Merida obeyed. She turned her head and let her thick hair tumble 
down. A few seconds passed with her hand opened. Then, she felt a 
scaly surface touch it from beneath. She looked up and saw the dragon 
nudging her palm. 

I smiled at her. "Not bad, Merida." 

BOOM ! 

A large fireball passed through the sky like it was a comet, and 
landed at a spot a hundred meters from where we stood, searing the 
tops of trees. 

Ambush? 

War? 

Hybrid cookies? 

Merida and I fell back, while Toothless' ears perked up alarmingly. 

We stood up, quaking like we were cold. Merida grabbed her bow again. 
"Wha's that?" 

Without answering her, I ran as fast as I can towards the site of the 
landing, letting the thick smoke mark its place. My eyes widened at 
the circle of fire licking the ground. The size was bigger than Berk 
itself, which was saying something. It was such a big inferno. 

My mind went into panic mode, trying to leaf through the memories and 
find something to make an explanation out of the situation. It gave a 
not-so-dusty file to me, labeled: _Dangerous ! Highly Confidential! 


It was then that I realized that I only knew one dragon that could've 
made that humongous fire comet, and it was supposedly killed by 
Toothless and I. 

' Impossible , ' I thought, because the idea was but absurd. I 



grabbed my head between my hands. For a moment, I could hear nothing, 
like somebody muffled the sounds. I realized that someone behind me 
is calling my name. 

"Hiccop!" Merida called. She stopped when she saw the whole view of 
the fire. It was a cauldron of hell, leaving nothing but burning wood 
and destruction. 

With a big effort, I snapped out of my misery. The fire came from the 
direction of Berk, and I must get there in time. I went on top of 
Toothless, who came with Merida. My metal foot clicked into 
place . 

"Merida...! need you to ready your bow," I called. 

"I's always reddy, " Merida retorted. 

"Great, now really advanced lesson number two: deadly, suicidal 
flying. Come on up!" I said hastily. 

Merida hesitated, but she swung her feet over the dragon's back. She 
held tightly on my waist. I shifted a little, not used to being 
touched . 

"Fly, bud!" I yelled. Toothless spread his wings and jumped up. I 
adjusted the flap with my foot and the wind caught the dragon's 
wings. We flew like a shooting star at maximum speed towards 
Berk . 

The clouds spreaded like butter out from under us, and I felt Merida 
tense with happiness. Yet, I wasn't happy. How could've the dragon in 
mind came to life again? 

As we neared the Viking village, we both gasped. 

Black smoke curled in the air. Hundreds of houses were demolished by 
seemingly a large claw. The people of Berk ran around in panic, and 
there were areas where confusion was brimming. 

A young female child on the second floor of her burning house was 
screaming for her mother who was outside, trying to subdue the fire. 
Toothless did a dive and crashed the ceiling, and I quickly caught 
the girl's hand. I shove her to Merida, who secured the child in 
front of her. 

We flew towards the woman and she received her child. Toothless 
punctured the smoke we flew upwards once again. 

I couldn't breathe. My mouth coughed, and so we travelled higher up 
the heavens, in search of cool, untainted air. Merida tightened her 
grip around my waist. 

And there it was, my nightmare. 

The Red Death. 

Probably fresh from death... 

The currents its wings were making are enough to keep its attackers 
at bay. 



Although the heat was blowing on my freckly face, I maneuvered 
Toothless, and we shot forward. 

"Ah thought tha ' thing was dead!" Merida cried. I did not answer. In 
fact, I did not know how to react. 

The _Godzilla_ dragon was swarmed by smaller dragons with people on 
them. Compared to the Red Death, my friends looked like fleas. Astrid 
was on Stormfly, shooting spikes at the Red Death's face. Hookfang 
blew fire on its body. The twins allowed their dragons to claw its 
eyes, and Fishlegs was yelling out instructions on Meatlug. The Red 

Death did not seem to know who to strike first, or rather, it was 

looking for revenge on a specific someone... 

My head suddenly ached. A sudden flashback almost stopped me from 
driving Toothless. I saw the Red Death, following me. Its mouth was 
opening, and I had smelled the aroma of gasa€" 

I opened his eyes, and inhaled heavily. "Merida, are you good with 

your bow?" I shouted against the wind. 

"Ah' am!" Merida yelled. 

"Great! Advanced lesson number fifty: Fighting while riding a 
dragon." I turned Toothless around so that we faced one of the Red 
Death's eyes. My friends noticed me, but they continued taking 
aggressive action against the dragon. 

"Merida shoot out one of its eyes. _A-plus_ if it comes after 


"Thi's ha' gotta be the most worst lesson Ah ' ve encountered so far," 
Merida said as she aimed for the monster's eye. I realized that we 
seemed too far, but she let it fly. 

The arrow pierced through the air, and sailed over the fog. 

It glided smoothly like an eagle. 

Skimming over the smoke and dividing it into 
wisps . . . 

And. . . 

_Bull ' s-eye !_ 

The Red Death howled in pain, one eye reddening with the well-aimed 
shot. It turned in our direction. 

"Congratulations," I said to Merida. "You just graduated Dragon 
Training . " 

"So... thi's is just a test?" Merida inquired hopefully. 

"Uh-no, princess, " I said shakily, wondering if she ever knew how far 
Viking technology goes. "I wouldn't burn down my own village just so 
I could teach you the hard way." 

The Red Death braced for something, and began to open its maw. I 



detected the scent of a familiar flammable substance. 

"Get ready. Toothless, " I urged. 

_This is it . . ._ 

I felt Toothless vibrate beneath me, which is the start of a wicked 
plasma blast. Toothless reared back and blasted, straight towards the 
Red Death's gaping mouth. It was as faithful and true as Merida's 
shot . 

But in that same millisecond of Toothless' assaulta€"_everything in 
my world changed. . ._ 

><em>_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><emXem>An: Review please ... Rewritten ! 


5 . Chapter Four 
**Chapter Four: Merida** 

_To be a princess, to be a warrior, to be THE archer... _ 

Merida DunBroch was having the time of her life. Her mother had 
granted her request, and they had set sail for Berk. And thena€"she 
found out that it was a plan to set her up with a boy. She was 
already happy when she found out that Hiccup wasn't as dimwitted as 
she thought he would be. But then, of course, she was terrified for a 
moment when the black dragon. Toothless 'attacked' Hiccup. The Night 
Fury almost looked like the bear in Merida's nightmares. 

Just when she thought that things are going to be fine by flying on 
the dragon and letting the wind pass through her hair, a stupid bulky 
dragon the size of the sky ruined everything once more. Finally, she 
was delighted because she was firing arrows and helping the Dragon 
Trainer defeat the Red Death, who had supposedly experienced death 
earlier . 

But, of course, like all the past scenes, bad luck hugged her 
tighter. They were very close in attaining victory, for Toothless 
delivered the ultimate assault. 

She watched as the blue fire moved across the open air, threatening 
everything around it to come forward so that the fire could devour 
it. The thing is: something did come forward. 

At first, Merida thought it was a just smoke, but it seemed like a 
solid kind of smoke. It was quick, for it caught the blast mid-air, 
sparing the Red Death. It dispersed for a moment, yet it became whole 
again. This time, Merida noted that it had eyes. Glowing yellow 
eyes . 

It reared, and whinnied loudly, happily trampling onto thin air. 'A 

wee evil horse , ' Merida thought. Suddenly, Merida heard Hiccup 

gasp, and she saw why. 


Black veins of some material crawled from beneath the Red Death, like 



it was trying to cover the beast. Tendrils blocked the attack of who 
Merida guessed were Hiccup's friends. Explosions were all around, and 
the smaller dragons were backing off. Dark clouds blocked the sun, 
and for some reason, Merida felt freezing cold. She exhaled and mist 
clouded her vision. 

The Red Death now looked like some sort of a hybrid 

octopus-squid-dragon, while spouting the inky black stuff. Someone 
screamed loudly like a banshee. 

"Snotlout!" Hiccup shouted. He nudged Toothless and they were off 
spinning towards the source. As they neared a buff teen boy, Merida 
hastily loaded her bow, just in case it was needed. She was aware of 
the vision before her. 

A black tentacle was wrapping around the legs of a red dragon, 

pulling it forward. Snotlout ( Seriously , Merida thought, what 

kind of parents name their children Snotlout and Hiccup? ) was 

trying to free his dragon. 

"Come on!" Snotlout yelled, clawing at the dark stuff. "I can do this 
in seconds! Why can't I summon my muscles now?!" 

Hiccup's other friends were also caught in the struggle. A blonde 
girl with bangs was trying to hack away the growing dark heap. The 
Red Death roared viciously. 

A two-headed dragon's neck were knotted around together, and twins 
were untangling it. A fat dragon was already bumping the hide of the 
Red Death, not being able to be pulled closer. 

Toothless was about to dive towards the company when suddenly, the 
black dragon jerked, almost throwing off Hiccup forward. 

"And there goes my earlier monologue about throwing myself to the 
ground and dying painfully. Toothless." Hiccup gripped his hands on 
Toothless' scaly hide. 

The dragon jerked again. Merida looked down and saw another tendril 
pulling Toothless. The Night Fury's wings were in turbo mode right 
now, beating the wind harder. 

"Toothless!" Hiccup cried hoarsely. The tendrils was spreading around 
the black dragon, wrapping it in a half-cocoon. Merida felt something 
pressing against her leg. She looked down and saw the tendrils 
creeping upwards. She tried to jerk her leg away, but failed 
miserably. She is stuck. 

Merida touched the tendril and felt its texture. She pulled back her 
hand quickly. 

"Hiccop!" Merida shouted. "Tha thing is made of sand!" 

Hiccup glanced at her once more. It was obvious that he almost did 
not know what to do. Almost. 

Merida recognized the tiniest flicker of a plan in his emerald eyes. 
She remembered that the same thing happened on the ship, as she faced 
him for the first time. 



"Merida," Hiccup said urgently. "The sand is only touching my metal 
foot. I am going to pull it off and I will jump off towards the 
ground and die painfullya€" " 

"Are yaha€"" Merida cried but was quickly interrupted by Hiccup. 

"No time for that. And nowa€"goodbye ! " Hiccup jumped off, gritting 
his teeth. 

"Nooooo ! " Merida felt a purpose. She must save Hiccup. She kicked the 
sand away forcefully and freed herself, and she sat on the saddle. 
Settling down her foot, she felt Hiccup's prosthetic one. Using her 
toes, she clamped its bar tightly. 

Toothless was also having progress. Its protective instinct seemed to 
be taking over if it has one, and Merida braced for the ride. 
Toothless struggled one more time, and pulled out of its restriction, 
and they dropped like a two-hundred pound stone. The black sand 
dispersed upwards, and floated away from them. 

Merida's stomach took a scenic route towards her throat. The ground 
was meeting them fast... and so is Hiccup. He had closed his eyes, 
but his face was calm, and Toothless folded his wings to fall even 
swifter . 

Five feet. Five feet before Hiccup will die painfully, and Toothless 
caught its owner. They almost crash-landed onto the ground, but 
Merida, on pure guess, moved the metal foot with her toes hard enough 
so that Toothless will land on its feet, and not on its face. 

Merida jumped off and the hem of her dress was punished by the filthy 
ground . 

"Wha were you thinkin'?" Merida shouted. 

"We're free," Hiccup managed to say. He gripped his side, and looked 
upwards. Merida also tilted her head, but all she could see was a 
black shadow for everything was covered with zero-visibility 
fog . 

"Trust, " Hiccup forced out, "is the hardest thing for one to commit 
oneself. Falling from the sky is the best test of trust, for few 
would try it . " 

He dragged himself onto the saddle and fitted his metal foot onto his 
leg. All around them, haze traced the outline of the air. 

A sonic boom sounded above them, echoing against the sky. 

"Dad on a dragon, " Hiccup explained briefly, when Merida looked at 
him quest ioningly . 

Merida climbed on Toothless' back again, and they were off once 
more . 

As they were breaking through the clouds, time stopped. The dragons, 
and the Red Death were suddenly at a standoff, being released from 
the sand. Merida breathed deeply, and was startled of a piercing 
laugh cutting across the sudden silence. She tasted sand as they were 
summoned back towards a creature on the Red Death's back. 



It was thin, but it stood straight as a pole. Its long coat was 
black, but its face was ashen. Its teeth were white, and its eyes 
were tauntingly yellow. 

It smiled, glad at its ferocious audience. Merida glared at the 
creature . 

"Well!" it said. "Seems like the party's over." 

"I don't see how that's a party," Hiccup retorted. 

"Who are you?" Merida asked stiffly. 

"Who am I?" the creature asked mockingly. "Who am I? Why, you twoa€"" 
he pointed in an alternating manner between Hiccup and 
Merida, "a€"should know of all people! I am Pitch, the boogeyman, the 
embodiment of fear itself!" 

"The booger man?" a male voice called. Merida looked behind to see 
who it was. She realized it was one of the twins who talked. 

"What, you pick your nose or something? Because I love picking 
noses, " the male twin continued, only to be rewarded by a sharp poke 
in the nostril by his female sibling. "Now, that's what I'm talking 
about ! " 

Unamused, Pitch raised his hand, and a black sand horse formed beside 
him, every particle moving in to find its proper place. He pointed at 
the blonde girl on the blue spiky dragon. Immediately, the horse ran 
where it is directed. 

"Astrid!" Hiccup called, but it was too late. The horse scattered 
around Astrid and carried her beside Pitch, screaming all the way. 

The spiky blue dragon began to fly towards Pitch, but was rammed on 
the side by another black sand horse. 

Astrid' s neck was exposed against Pitch's hand, threatening to 
strangle or kill her if she makes the slightest move. A knife formed 
and put itself in Pitch's palm. 

"No!" Hiccup screamed. Merida was never particularly close with 
Astrid or Hiccup, but she could tell that the Dragon Trainer cared 
deeply for Astrid. 

"Wha do you want. Pitch?" Merida demanded. "And wha do you mean that 
we should know yah?" 

Pitch cackled. "It is not what I want, princess brat. It's what this 
beast want." He tapped his foot on the monstrous dragon. "I can read 
its mind, watch its dreams...! can tell it wants to attack a 
particular person." 

Pitch stared at Hiccup. "I can tell that you are surprised that this 
dragon is alive, are you not? You see, scrawny boy, I have been 
around for sometime." 

Pitch dissolved and appeared in front of Toothless, leaving Astrid on 
the Red Death, but the knife was hovering beside her jugular, so she 
stayed still. "I know everything about you. You are your father's 



little embarrassment, " Pitch taunted. 

"That's not true!" a vast Viking said. "Not anymore." 

Pitch smiled at Hiccup, and Merida felt him wince. "I know your 
stories," Pitch continued. "Let's just say that I can travel to and 
fro the shadows of the past. And although you thought that you killed 
the Red Death, Hiccup, it's still alive and kicking. I transported 
him througha€"er , this shadow of today." Pitch faced Merida. "And 
princess, why do you seem so tense?" 

"Ahm not tense!" Merida spat. She so wanted to fire an arrow in 
Pitch's dimwitted face. 

"Urn nat tins!" Pitch mimicked. "Oh yes, I remember. You almost lost 
your mother. Don't worry, Merida. It is Hiccup's time first, since I 
must eliminate any possible threats that will hinder me from winning 
my goal. Maybe, you will come in second..." 

Merida slapped Pitch across the face. The shadow touched his cheek. 
"You know fear alright, that's why you can see me." 

"What do you mean see you?" Hiccup asked shakily. 

Pitch opened his mouth to answer, possibly say that they are stupid 
or something. Unfortunately, he was unexpectedly hit by a simple red 
flying sleigh pulled by reindeera€"_which came out of nowhere_a€"and 
was sent plummeting below. Merida hunted back home for those enough 
to know that those are reindeer. 

She can't see anyone on the sleigh, but she remembered a story her 
mother once told her, about a man giving gifts to children, and 
instantly, she saw him on the coach, like there was a cloak of 
invisibility being pulled off the man. 

She believed. 

Believed that the is a Santa. 

With hope flaring back in her chest, she knew what to do next. 


6. Chapter Five 

****Chapter Five: Merida DunBroch**** 

_To see is to believe ... but another way is to believe in order to 
see ._ 

"What was that ?" Hiccup cried in surprise. At once, Merida felt a 

shift in the tension Pitch had built. Everyone started to move, 
blinking as if they had fallen asleep, and the Red Death roared, 
almost throwing Astrid off. The hovering knife, however, seemed to 
inspire Astrid to stay very still. 

Merida waved a hand, beckoning the man on the sleigh. "Don't you see 
him? " 

"See what? The empty weird flying sleigh? Obviously, princess..." 
Hiccup scoffed. 



Merida whacked him in the head with her bow. Hiccup automatically 
placed his hand on the spot, rubbing it to soothe the 
pain . 

" Ow a€"you know what? I'm going to save Astrid. Come on, bud." 

Hiccup nudged Toothless and he adjusted the tail flap. 

Merida had about a millisecond to wonder why Hiccup couldn't see the 
man on the sleigh before Toothless beat his wings and went after 
Astrid. The knife suddenly moved, seemingly having a mind of its own. 
It was about to deliver the final strike that will end Astrid' s 
lifeaC" 

"Merida! Now!" Hiccup commanded desperately. 

Merida aimed carefully and fired. Normally, people would stop her 
from doing that especially when there is a possibility that she could 
hurt someone's neck. Not Hiccup. 

The confident arrow hit the sandy blade, millimeters from the 
jugular, and Astrid pulled away. Merida can see from her eyes that 
she was terrified. The blue spiky dragon that was Astrid' s finally 
pinned the black horse with its spikes, so it flew back to her. The 
black horse dispersed and was scattered by the wind. 

Beyond them, the man on the sleigh was fighting Pitch in a 
hand-to-hand combat. Swords and a scythe danced in a complex pattern. 
Pitch appeared to be talking with the man in a annoyed way. 

Merida looked around, and she saw the vast Viking whom she supposed 
was Hiccup's father. What was his name? She tried to remember what 
Fergus told her about this tribe. Oh, right. His name is Stoick. Just 
then, Merida slapped her hand on her forehead, eyes widening in 
realization . 

Where was her father? 

"Hiccop! Ah need to talk to Stoick!" Merida said. 

"My father?" Hiccup said as he turned Toothless around. The wind 
carried the Night Fury next to the chief Viking. Stoick turned around 
from his fight with another floating black horse to acknowledge them. 
He struck one final time with his fist against the horse's 
neck . 

Merida couldn't help but pity the horse despite of what those had 
done against them all. It reminded her too much of her beloved Angus, 
whom she was forced to leave back at the ship. She figured that her 
own horse might be frightened of the dragons and it will run 
crazy . 

"Chief Stoick, where is me father?" Merida inquired 
anxiously . 

Stoick stared at her sympathetically. "Your father is back at the 
ship. He had offered to fight, but the first blast by the Red Death 
incinerated his right arm." He looked behind Merida who was visibly 
stunned by the news . 



"Princess! Hiccup! Duck." Stoick pulled them down, dragon and all, as 
a fire blast sailed above their heads, leaving a path of trailing 
smoke. As Merida tilted her head back, the fire singed the ends of 
her curls, and she felt the heat touch her face. Hiccup had bowed his 
head down, while his brown hair was blowing backwards in the 
direction of the hot wind. 

Whoosh ! 

The threat had passed. 

Shocked, Merida struggled to recover to her original position. She 
clutched her hair dazedly and tried to make sense of their 
surroundings. She thought she heard Toothless rumble beneath her, 
about to send another plasma blast towards the Red Death. Berk was in 
ruins below them. And she knew that Hiccup was already distraught. It 
was probably because of too many things happening: the crazy monster, 
the freak specter, and the so-called empty sleigh. She needed him to 
focus his mind. 

She tapped him on the shoulder, and he immediately turned 
around . 

"What is it?" Hiccup said in a tired way. 

"Can yah not lead the Red Death away?" Merida asked. "It wants yah. 
All of these attacks are for naught, and we cannot win this 
today ! " 

Hiccup closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. He gave 
Merida the impression that he was thinking of a better idea but it 
was connected to her request. Maybe he was planning to tie a leash 
around the Red Death's neck and say "Come, Leroy." 

Hiccup opened his eyes and said quietly, "Of course, " and for a 
moment, Merida was suspicious that he read her mind miraculously and 
actually planned to do that. 

"Merida, hold on. This is going to be a bumpy ride." Hiccup adjusted 
the tail flap, and Toothless shot forward. 

Hiccup turned towards his friends, and Toothless fired a plasma blast 
above them to get their attention. All of Hiccup's friends looked at 
him, and they stopped their futile attacks, as if they were awaiting 
Hiccup's orders. Merida suddenly realized that responsibilities like 
this might've come often, and Hiccup was forced to handle it, being 
the dragon trainer and all. That was the only explanation she can get 
out of the situation at that time. 

"Okay, here is the plan, " Hiccup started, as the gang gathered around 
him with the exception of Stoick. "We are going to put the Red Death 
where it belongsaC"" 

"In a cageaC"?" the female twin asked. 

"Among the deadaC"?" Astrid said. 

" At my feet?! " Snotlout demanded. 

"No," Hiccup answered, biting his lip nervously. The Red Death roared 



again, confused as to where the gang went. Merida was curious where 
this is going. 


Hiccup stared blankly at the waters at the East of Berk. "Noa€"Ruff, 
Tuff, I want you to anger it so it shall follow us. Fishlegs, bring a 
bunch of rocks. We are going to bring the Red Death back to the 
Dragon's Nesta€" and lock that antiquity there. " 

a€" 

The sea raced below the various dragons' claws. They left Stoick at 
Berk, and prompted him to fix the mess as chief. The gargantuan Red 
Death was following close behind, and Pitch was on it, who apparently 
broke out of the fight with the man on the sleigh. This thought 
reminded Merida that she was getting tired of calling the man in the 
sleigh 'the man in the sleigh'. 

She tried to remember his name in the tales her mother used to tell 
her. Sandy Claws? No. Saber Cat? Nuh-uh. 

She racked her brain one more time, and it came to her... Santa 
Claus. Well, at least that was what Elinor told her, during their 
lesson on the dark ages. He was a myth, she had told Merida back 
then . 

Speaking of Santa, he was following behind the Red Death, still in 
pursuit of Pitch. 

Hiccup pointed in front of them, at an island with a few dragons 
flying at the top of a dormant volcano, coming in and out of some 
sort of gigantic cave. The island gave the impression of being out of 
place, and was the exact stark contrast of Berk, full of people. This 
one seemed reduced to a perch for dragons. 

"Give up Vikings !" Pitch discouraged. "I will eliminate all of 

you. I will not let you ruin my plans!" 

The island's shore was below them, awaiting for their arrival. 

Hiccup, Merida and the others did not answer anything. 

"Giving me the silent treatment, huh? Fine. My Nightmares will keep 
you silent forever!" Pitch extended a hand, and a huge mass of sand 
gathered around the Red Death, threatening to become a future 
stampede of hooves. 

It's time. 

"NOW!" Merida shouted. 

The effect was immediate. Snotlout's dragon belched out a wall of 
fire, and Stormfly (the second dragon name Merida learned so far) 
threw spikes from its tail. As the spikes passed through the sheet of 
flames, they were ignited, and hit the face of the behemoth 
dragon . 

Merida heard Pitch shout in anger, unamused by the antic. The Red 
Death roared in pain. 

The dragon riders landed their respective reptiles in the cave, 
remaining in readiness for the next action. 



Fishlegs spouted a few facts about the Red Death. "Tail made for 
bashing, gargantuan body, no blind spot... the size of this cave 
should be big enough. Hiccup!" 

Hiccup nodded grimly. "Merida, Astrid, you know what to do." 

Merida jumped off Toothless and climbed next to Astrid. They were 
tasked to distract Pitch as much as possible. 

"Get ready, Merida, " Astrid said in anticipation of the embodiment of 
fear. Merida realized that all of them are probably fearful of the 
events in action. 

The Red Death was getting closer, and Pitch had his army of 
Nightmares running next to him. The sky darkened, while the sun was 
sliced in half as it settled in the West. 

Stormfly spread its wings, cocking its head to the side as it did so. 
The Deadly Nadder kicked the ground and was off. 

Astrid steered Stormfly so that they faced Pitch head on. 

Pitch Black smiled and travelled towards them. Stormfly lowered its 
head, while Pitch used his sand to rocket him faster. Merida secretly 
got her bow and an arrow. It will be hard for her to aim without 
being noticed, and it will be hard to fire while her bow was 
horizontally drawn, but right now, she has no choice. She pulled back 
the string, and let it go, estimating that the air currents are going 
to intercept it. 

Pitch was very near in hammering the blue dragon, but a sharp pain in 
his shoulder pulled him back, stopping his assault. He looked at it 
and was shocked to see an arrow sticking out of it. There was no 
blood, but it burned like magma. As Stormfly proceeded to headbutt 
Pitch, the shadow vanished, along with his Nightmares, into nowhere. 
Merida and Astrid succeeded. 

Stormfly went behind the Red Death, and released a few spikes unto 
its rear end. The Red Death roared and the pain forced it to go 
faster into the cave's mouth where Hiccup and the others await to 
seal it in, while the behemoth dragon caused an avalanche of rocks to 
block the entrance. 

It came to Merida's mind that Santa Claus was nowhere to be seen. She 
looked around but she did not saw him. 

Just then, Astrid turned around and said, "You're alright." 

Merida smiled with the lines on the edge of her mouth showing, then 
she and Astrid bumped their fists. 

Astrid maneuvered Stormfly back to the blocked cave. Merida smelled 
sulfur, and she observed that lava was spewing out of Fishlegs' 
dragon, hardening the rocks. The others were helping by putting more 
stones and rocks to fill in every gap. Merida noticed that Hiccup was 
not among them. A small quake startled them, coming from inside the 
volcano . 


"Where's Hiccop?" Merida inquired. 



Fishlegs glanced at her with some difficulty. "Hiccup is above the 
caldera," he stated simply. "He is planning to kill the Red 
Death . " 

Astrid nudged Stormfly and it was off once again, scaling the 
landscape before joining Hiccup. 

Merida noted that below them was a hole that was large enough for 
Toothless to fire a blast in. She saw Hiccup's eyes darting side by 
side, either awaiting his chance for the Red Dragon to open its mouth 
or convincing himself not to do it. 

As Stormfly landed beside Toothless, Merida said, "Wha are yah 
waiting for? Kill it." 

As if on cue, a roar echoed around them, opening its mouth in the 
process. Toothless shuddered, waiting for its command. 

Hiccup was silent. 

"It is the logical thing to do. Hiccup, " Astrid said. "Pitch might go 
for it againa€"" 

"I know," Hiccup replied. "Buta€"It's trapped. It suffered 
enough . " 

"You're feeling sympathy for it?!" Merida snapped. 

"Yes." Hiccup lowered his head. "I am." 

"Buta€"" 

"Merida, " Hiccup interrupted abruptly, "if I am going to kill it. 
Toothless and I will slay it in battlea€"not when it is helplessly 
imprisoned. No dragon aside from it will stay here anytime soon. They 
abandoned their queen." 

Hiccup nudged Toothless, and beckoned them to follow him upwards 
towards the heavens. It was clear that his decision is 
final . 

"Merida, Astrid and I want to show you something, " he added. They 
passed the clouds as they watch the sun sink into its watery bed. And 
Merida saw the most beautiful thing she ever saw. Stars were 
scattered in the blue skyscape, and meteorites showered the night. 

The full moon seemed to be smiling at them, lighting up the 
darkness . 

She felt at ease. 

For the first time since arriving at Berk and riding a dragon, she 
relaxed. The refreshing air breezed on her face, trying to make her 
forget all of her worries. Northern lights danced across the 
atmosphere, swaying as if they were moving according to the tempo of 
a music they alone could hear. 

And yet, why did something feel so wrong? 

Some force made Merida look down. Hiccup's friends were hidden from 



view, but that was insignificant compared to what is she seeing. 


The caldera was open. An eye was glowing in the hole they were above 
earlier, framed with red light, and it filled Merida with dread, 
forcing her not to say anything. The maroon orb of an eye disappeared 
and Merida felt a shift in the air below. The wind south of their 
position felt warmer. She smelled gas. 

Gas and smoke. 

Both are fire-related. 

"Hiccop! Astrid! Let's gow ! " she warned. 

Too late. A column of fire erupted from the volcano. It was not a 
volcanic explosion. It came directly from the Red Death's 
throat . 

The fire pillared upwards, while Toothless was being steered by 
Hiccup in Stormfly's direction. He forced Toothless to shove them 
aside . 

The fire was quicker. It blackened the soles of their shoes. The heat 
of it made Merida dizzy. 

The next thing they knew is that there was _nothing_ supporting them. 
Merida's sleeve was on fire, and she fell off. She was dimly aware of 
a smoking Hiccup above her, and Astrid' s face was covered in soot. 

The dragons were in no greater condition, for Toothless' tail flap 
was burned, and Stormfly's eyes were closed. All of them are 
free-falling onto the sharp rocks below. 

Merida knew they won't survive. There was no way they could 
survive . 

She closed her eyes like the others. Her arm was in pain. She was 
afraid of being so higha€" 

_The ramp is for those who are afraid of heights. _ 

SLAM! She hit a flat surface. Several thuds meant that the others 
were caught too. She opened one eye, and she saw a man with a red 
coat . 

Santa Claus , she thought unconcernedly . The world spun around 

once more before the night was swallowed by the darkness. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em><emXstrong>Author ' s note : <strong> One long chapter for you 
all ... hopefully . Oh, and see that story cover photo? That was made by 
the amazing Arrow of Artemis. Review for the sake of the 
review . 


7 . Chapter Six 

**Author's note:** I guess you all deserve an apology. I am so sorry 
that I haven't updated this for a long time. I thought that no one 
read this anymore. But because of your patience and your promptings 



for me to continue, here it is! Thank you for the encouragement and 
the reviews and the favorites and the follows. :) 
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><p><strongXspan>Chapter Six: Merida<span>* * 

_Mah name is Merida. Yes, Ah am a princess. Uh fearless 
princess . . ._ 

_Or so I thought. _ 
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><p>"How does one wake up a princess? Uha€"Merida? Wake up."<p> 

_The last words came out as a soft whisper, like how a gentle breeze 
passes through the leaves of a willow. The quiet voice that uttered 
the words sounded urgent ... and disturbingly familiar. _ 

"Ahem, Princess? Open your eyes." 

_Nothing but darkness. Pure midnight black. Just then, a blinding 
light poured in from nowhere. Where is nowhere? She thought she saw a 
toothy smile. _ 

"Merida? Wakey-wakey. . . " 

_A large dragon. Fire. The glowing stars. His eyes. Emerald green 
eyes . . ._ 

_They are falling... _ 

_Falling_. . . 

She found refuge in those eyes... 

"By the hand of the powerful Thor! Wake up, _MERIDA!"_ 

"Grah!" In a flurry of red hair, Merida jumped up from her makeshift 
bed and pulled back at thin air, eyes wild and glaring at the boy in 
front of her. 

Hiccup raised his hands in surrender, nearly stumbling in surprise. 
"I-I-I...er, did not try to kiss you." 

Relaxing a bit, he gestured at the position of her arms. "And what's 
that supposed to be? An invisible bow and arrow?" 

"Whu-whut?" Merida mumbled. Her blurry eyes finally focused, and her 
senses became alive. She saw her arms in a _drawing-back-an-arrow_ 
position in front of her, but she held no weapon, as if she was 
merely posing for a game of charades. She studied her footing. Oh, 
cool. She got the role of a crazed archer hardwired in her 
brain . 

She relaxed her muscles. "Where's mah bohw and ahrow?" 

"Here, " Hiccup said, picking up the weapons from behind him. He 
handled them carefully as if they were explosives that are about to 



go _ka-boom!_ 

"Thancks, " Merida said, accepting her fighting tools and slinging 
them on her back. She rubbed her neck, trying to get some feeling. 
"Haw long hahv Ah been owt?" 

"Oh... a few long years." 

"Ha-ha, " the princess deadpanned. "Ah am being serious here, 

Hiccop . " 

Hiccup smiled awkwardly. "Just a few hours. You were a pretty heavy 
sleeper . " 

"Where's Ahstrid ahnd Toothless?" 

"You know, " Hiccup started, "for a princess, you ask too many 
questions. Aha€" ! " He raised a hand as Merida opened her mouth to 
retort. "Look around first, your highness." 

Knitting her eyebrows in confusion, she turned and was met with an 
amazing sight. Multicolored lights flashed from the dome of the 
place. Old-fashioned, mahogany tables filled with wooden toys, woolen 
dolls and good-smelling cookies lined the walls, with 
furrya€"era€"_creatures_ working and tinkering behind them. More 
interesting still were the gremlin-like beings messing with them 
every now and then. Miniature replica dragons whizzed above her, 
letting off small harmless bursts of fire. In the middle of the room, 
stood a gigantic globe, probably weighing a million tons, and 
definitely a lot more interesting than any dusty globes she uses for 
studying Geography back at home. As she watched it revolve, she 
admired the tiny pinpricks of light that dotted the polished green 
and blue surface. 

"That," Hiccup remarked, "is the Globe of Belief." 

Merida gazed at him in awe. "How did yaha€"?" 

"I told you," Hiccup cut her off. "_You_ were out for a few hours. 
That means I have been awake for a few hours." 

He scratched his head as if trying to remember something important. 
"Oh, and I've talked to someone." 

"Ohbviously, " Merida scoffed. She wondered if Hiccup had ever sorted 
out his priorities. She dodged just as a black toy dragon streaked 
past her head. 

"His name is North, " Hiccup continued. "We are in his awesome 
workshop. He makes toys and stuff I can't even process for this 
holiday calleda€"" 

"Christmas, " Merida finished. She remembered, what seemed like a long 
time ago, the red-coated man on a reindeer-drawn vehicle. 

Hiccup blinked. "Okay, I guess you know more about these kinds of 
myths and legends of the outer world than me. Anyway...! sent Astrid 
backa€" " 

"Wait uh minute, " the archer said, pointing an accusing finger at the 



freckly boy's face. "How come da two of yah woke up much earlier than 
mi?" 

Hiccup shrugged. "I guess ... North ' s first move was to awaken 


Merida shut her mouth, unsure what to say next. Instead, she asked, 
"Oh, so whut happened tah Astrid?" 

"I assigned her back to Berk. I told her to help my dad rebuild it, 
and send some scouts to observe the Red Death from time to time, " 
Hiccup replied. He reached out a well-trained hand and caught a 
falling and seemingly broken Night Fury model. He tinkered with it 
absently, and weaved what looked like a cloth on its tail. "I told 
her to report to your parents that we are fine, and that they 
shouldn't worry, and to tell them the same reasons Vikings have 
always used in order to pacify their parents when they are about to 
do something illegal ... blah, blah, blah. She doesn't seem too happy 
to leave me behind with you, though." 

"Yah stayed behind? Why?" Merida inquired curiously. 

Hiccup's light demeanor suddenly became very solemn, as if he had 
just seen his death. His mouth tightened into a thin line. He 
tinkered a bit more and threw the dragon toy upwards. Its black wings 
caught the air and sailed smoothly, while the newly-repaired, 
half-leather-half-cloth tail bobbed up and down. To Merida, it seemed 
quite symbolical. 

Casting her eyes back on the brown-haired Viking and away from the 
beautifully-crafted toy, Merida noticed Hiccup scan the clear windows 
to their right. The first few rays of the sun illuminated the snowy, 
white horizon. Dawn has come, heralding another day. 

"_We_ stayed behind, " Hiccup corrected. He beckoned her to follow 
him. "Come. I'll introduce you to North." 

"Wait. Haw were yah able to see him?" Merida questioned, realizing 
the fact as she walked beside him. "Ah mean, yah du realize dat Ah 
was able to see him before. Wait .. did ... did yah ... believe ora€"? 

"I do not know," the dragon trainer replied truthfully. "The moment I 
open my eyes, and see this workshop, he just appeared. I never even 
heard of _his_ stories..." he added as an afterthought. 

Merida decided to figure it out later, although deducing was never 
her best point. "So," she said, her stomach grumbling. "Where's da 
food? " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The food was with Santa Clausa€"or should Merida 
say . . . <em>North<em> . He was like a big panda bear (minus the eye 
markings and plus the word markings on his arms) with a tough 
personality and a white beard. He wore red velvet robes trimmed with 
pure white fur. He smiled at the messy-haired girl kindly. 

Hiccup cleared his throat. He started the introductions with: "North, 
bad-tempered lady. Bad-tempered lady, Northa€"_ow_! " 



The bruising punch on the arm was courtesy of Merida. 


"Hallo, North, " Merida greeted, taking a step forward and shaking his 
large hand vigorously. 

North's eyes twinkled. "Ah! Ah true believer. Here, have ah 
cookie . " 

Merida noted how he spoke with a thick, gruff accent, but it is 
obviously not Scottish. She accepted the offered frosted cookie and 
munched into it. The baked good was delicious, and it was oozing with 
such sweetness that would certainly make her teeth rot and her mother 
deadly mad. 

"Mmm, " Merida complimented. "Thancks!" 

"No problem, " North said. He crashed back on his seat, and grabbed 
another cookie, studying it with such interest. "You know, I was the 
one who left you that bow." 

Merida got her weapon behind her back. "This?" 

North nodded. "Your father, of course, made a few tweaks. But I 
intended for him to do it anyway. It was just a push in the right 
direction for him to give you a bow and arrow to live with." 

He tossed Merida another cookie. 

"So, " Hiccup started, crossing his arms and leaning back into the 
shadows. He looked as if something was weighing heavily down upon 
him. "Can you tell us how to defeat Pitch Black alone by ourselves 
right now. North?" 

Merida impulsively inhaled the chocolate icing, causing her to choke. 
Clutching her chest, she coughed dryly. "What?!" she forced out, 
spraying the floor with cookie crumbs. She turned her head to the 
gift-giver. "When did dis canverrsat ion take place?" 

"Woah, woah, woah! What? Didn't youaC"" As if realizing something. 
North rounded on Hiccup. "Didn't you tell her?" 

Merida's head snapped towards the dragon trainer. "Tell mi what?" 

"I figured that it would be better if you were the one who would 
elaborate it to her, " Hiccup explained matter-of-fact ly, casting his 
eyes to the side. 

"Hmph." Giving his cookies to a gremlin-like creature ("_Elves_, " 
Hiccup had called them distrustfully earlier) , North stared at the 
princess. "I know that you have a lot of questions, young 
ladyaC"" 

"Yes!" Merida butted in. "What does Hiccop mean abowt defeating 
Pitch... ahnd his horse cronies... by ourselves .. ._alown_? ! " 

"Well," North said. "The thing is, young teenagers ... we are 
hopelessly outnumbered." 

"Who?" Merida asked, finishing her cookie. "Who's 
outnumbered? " 



"Us, " North replied, his features suddenly looking stressed and 
tired. "The Guardians of Childhood." 
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><p>A shadow peeked at the window from the outside. It surveyed the 
three people on the other side of the glass. No one noticed it 
despite the daylight. How could they, when the smoky shadow could 
vanish or turn invisible in a moment? Or perhaps they are too busy 
talking ... and chatting to see it . <p> 

It peered closer and saw its designated target. It looked at her like 
how she usually sees a bull's eye. Hungry and triumphant. 

The shadow blurred altogether for a moment. When it settled down, it 
held the smaller version of the dark globe time machine in its 
hand . 

Which is odd, because it was just a shadow. 

Oh, well. It's time to hit the target with a well-aimed _fear_ 
arrow . . . 

A bull's eye at the heart of Princess Merida DunBroch would do the 
trick . 
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><p>It was hard to take it all in in just a few moments. 

Terminologies with half-understood meanings danced in Merida's 
mind . <p> 

"Guardians?" Merida questioned. "Are yah soldiers or bodygards or 
somethin ' ? 

"You could put it that way," North huffed. "X'cept we guard the 
child-like notions that help keep evil, fear and darkness at 
bay . " 

"Pitch Black," he continued dramatically, "is the dark one. 

Initially, we had weakened him greatly. But it wasn't enough to fully 
banish him forever. And now he's backa€"" 

"We've noticed," Hiccup muttered. 

"And he has brought some _allies_ of his, " North emphasized. "And 
personal enemies of yours. Even as we talk... the other Guardians are 
fighting Pitch's growing nightmare army. You might meet my friends 
eventually, but understand that we are spread too thin." 

"How are they coming back?" Hiccup growled. "We killed the queen 
dragon... and yet it's _here_. " 

"We do not know the cause," North replied. "And yet... we need to 
achieve many goals and cover much ground in order to triumph in the 
end . " 

"Ahnd so yah require help," Merida stated the obvious. "Our 
help . " 



"Yes, and a few more, " North confirmed. "We desperately need more 
allies and acquaintances to fall back on. We might not last 
longer . " 

He moved closer, until he and Merida were f ace-to-f ace . His eyes 
bored into hers, as if they were trying to convey 
something . 

"Merida, I assume that you have a royal friend. A recent one in 
fact... but not too recent, and she could aid us," North said. 

"A royal friend? Who are yah talkin' about?" Merida asked 
confusedly . 

Suddenly, something moved at the corner of Merida's eyes. Something 
black. It was too fast. 

"Wha' was dat?" Merida murmured, as she quickly stood up. Hiccup 
moved to Merida's side, eyes alert. North straightened too and 
unsheathed his silver scimitars with a healthy _ching_. 

"What is it?" Hiccup asked. 

"Ia€"" The hairs at the back of Merida's neck prickled. Her archer's 
senses were kicking in, feeling the environment. Something is about 
to happen . . . 

And it is not good. 

Behind North, the windows shattered in a million sharp pieces. Glass 
shards littered the floor as Merida fell back, raising her arms in 
attempt to protect herself. A silent scream escaped her mouth. _A 
flash of movement_a€"and a white blanket covered the three. The 
princess saw that Hiccup was the one who threw it over their heads, 
having pulled it from the nearby table. 

"Good quick-thinking," North complimented Hiccup. 

Before Hiccup could say anything back in turn, cold laughter pierced 
the air. 

"_Well, well, well,_" Pitch's voice mocked. "_Hiding under blankets, 

I see. That's what children usually do when I am near._" 

"Don't," Hiccup warned as Merida attempted to show herself. 

"Ah am not afraid," Merida hissed to Hiccup. 

"_Merida, I have a gift for you,_" Pitch coaxed. Heavy thumping 
sounds echoed in the room, like there was a large animal walking and 
encircling them. Whatever creature it was, it snarled, but it did not 
attack them. 

But the sound of the snarl was a familiar one to Merida, and it 
tugged at her memory like a magnet. 


"Pitch!" North shouted, trying to make some space from under the 
fabric. "Leave us alone!" 



"_What was that? I am sorry, but I think your voice is a bit muffled. 
Why don't you go out of your hiding place to gawk at my surprise for 
Merida?_" Pitch chuckled. 

"I don't know if that is a good idea," Hiccup whispered, gritting his 
teeth nervously. Merida could feel her heart thumping fast and loud 
like beating a drum. She wondered if the surprise was her worst 
nightmare . 

"_It ' s coming closer, Pitch said with delight. 

Unable to take the suspense any longer, Merida pulled back the cover. 
At once, an enormous bear roared and slashed at the trio, forcing 
them to step back. 

"Gaah!" Hiccup cried, nearly getting mutilated. 

Merida froze. She laid her eyes on the thing before her. She felt her 
heart stop in fright as she stared at its pointy teeth. She felt like 
a small girl once more, helpless and defenseless. Her heart is on 
overdrive . 

The monster's hide is littered with the weapons of fallen warriors. 
Its face scarred with one dead eye... 

The bear before her was the very same Mor'du that was crushed under 
that stone. It is alive, and seeking revenge .. ._from her_. 

Words struggle to form inside her throat. She couldn't 
speak . 

"_Happy deathday,_" Pitch greeted, voice fading, "_Merida._" 

The Mor'du's milky white eyes trained on her face, then it lunged 
deftly, disregarding North and Hiccup completely. In a matter of 
seconds, she was pinned to the ground and struggling to be 
free . 

"Help!" Merida cried. She screamed, turning her head to the side in 
attempt to avoid smelling the bear's breath. The Mor'du attempted to 
bite her. 

"Nooo ! " Hiccup shouted. He drew his dagger. 

The Mor'du's jaws snapped near Merida's neck, when another streak of 
black entered and slammed harshly at the bear's side. 

"Toothless!" Hiccup smiled. North watched the dragon advance toward 
the Mor'du. 

Merida scrambled back, studying the situation. Toothless had entered 
a staring contest with her nightmare. Snarls and roars emanated from 
their throats. Toothless attacked, tackling the bear to the floor, 
destroying a few tables with toys all the way. 

"My prototypes!" North cried distractedly. 

The Mor'du and the dragon rolled together on the ground, thrashing 
and biting and clawing. Toothless blew fire on the bear's face which 
seemed to singe off some of the fur, but it did not even seem to faze 



the bear. 


_The strength of ten men_, the princess of DunBroch realized, 
remembering what the witch had told her a long time ago. 

"Hiccop, we cannot kill da Mor'du," Merida said urgently. 

Hiccup blinked. "Nonsense...! am guessing that you killed it earlier 
on." He expertly threw his dagger at the bear... and the blade 
shattered uselessly against its hide. 

Hiccup stumbled back. "Okay...! guess we can't kill it that way... he 
he. " 

Toothless had the Mor'du pinned on the ground. They are tangled in a 
mess of claws and teeth. 

"Wi have tah crush it, " Merida said, remembering what her mother did. 
"NORTH! Do you have any crushing devices arounda€"" 

"I do not tolerate such violent toys," North said. He seemed to 
observe the Mor'du and Toothless. He looked as if he was deciding 
something. "I'll hold it back." 

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked, looking at him, then the bear, then 
Merida. Realization dawned on him. "Of course..." 

"What iz it?" Merida asked. 

"Merida, the Mor'du wants revenge. It wants to follow 
_you_. " 

"That's what I like about you. Hiccup, " North said, as Merida felt a 
pang of jealousy for not being praised. "You're smart, and you see 
things differently like how you saw your dragon." He gestured towards 
the protective Toothless, who kept the Mor'du on the ground. "It made 
sense that you can see me, boy, even though you might have never 
heard of me. You're full of wonder, and _I_ am the Guardian of 
Wonder . " 

Hiccup just nodded in gratitude, as if he knew something else behind 
those words. 

"Then we hahv tah gow?" Merida interrupted. 

"Yes," North nodded. A snarl came from the bear's throat, and 
Toothless is visibly getting tired. 

North kneeled in front of the duo, so that he was at eye level with 
them. "This will not be the last time we will see each other. When 
the final battle begins, you have to be complete ... we need at least 
_four_ of you, and we have two down." 

"Why four?" Hiccup said. 

"There are four present Guardians, " North explained quickly, as if 
time is running out. "Four heroic youths are to become into our 
champions. These youths are those who have learned the meaning of 
fearlessness . " 



"However, " North continued, glancing once at the battle behind them. 
"The last one had gone missing. He had to be found." 

"Da last youth?" Merida inquired. "Then how are wi going tah find 
him? " 

Just then. Toothless smashed at the wall beside them, leaving a giant 
mark. The Mor'du got up. 

"Toothless!" Hiccup panicked. His dragon went to his side, and Hiccup 
patted its head. 

The Mor'du smelled the air, and ran straight for Merida. North went 
f reward to grab its head and pushed it back with surprising strength. 
Having found a new challenger, the Mor'du zipped for the 
gift-giver . 

"Go now!" North said, entering a battle stance. 

The two youths jumped on Toothless, and Hiccup adjusted his metal 
foot. Finally getting a closer view, Merida noticed the new leathery 
material on Toothless' tail. She remembered that the old one had 
burned away as they fell from the sky. 

The Mor'du was pushed back again, but it was obviously getting the 
fighting style of North. 

Hiccup steered Toothless' head towards the windows, ready for take 
off, when North spoke one more time. 

"Hiccup, " North said, making both of them turn nonetheless. Merida 
noticed how he kept an eye contact with the Viking. 

"Hiccup, believe in the moon, and please .. ._consider the offer, 

North whispered, before going on to attack the bear once 
again . 

Merida turned to Hiccup. "_Whaa€"_?" 

"Go, bud!" Hiccup shouted, ignoring Merida, and making it clear that 
he does not want to talk about it. Toothless opened its wings and 
took off. The chilly wind rushed past their faces as they flew 
higher . 

As Merida looked back one last time, she saw North's workshop being 
demolished as yetis ran back and forth in confusion. She saw North 
stopping the Mor'du from following them, fighting bravely even as the 
bear seemed to become more powerful, and eager in breaking everything 
it sees. Merida wondered if toys are going to be available for the 
children this year, or even if they are going to receive any. 

When the workshop dissolved into the horizon, she sorrowfully 
clutched her bow. It was given to her by Santa after all. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"So, " Hiccup said, after an hour of flying. The climate had 
become warmer, but it was still a bit freezing. "Where to 
next?"<p> 



"Why are yah asking me?" Merida answered back angrily, wiping a tear 
away. She had figured out a while ago who they needed to seek, but 
she is not really in the mood to tell him this right now. 

"Because, princess. North hinted that _you_ have a royal friend that 
could help us," Hiccup said seriously. 

Merida hated seeing him so solemn like this. He was fun, and 
delightfully awkward back at Berk, and his life was pure adventure. 

He wasn't like those disgusting suitors she had to deal with at home. 
She delved into her mind and remembered what North had said about an 
offer . 

"Hiccop, what did North ask yah tah consider?" Merida whispered in 
his ear. 

Hiccup froze. He adjusted his metal foot and the flap moved, steering 
Toothless towards southeast. 

"Nothing of importance," Hiccup replied curtly. 

"Iz it nothin' of importance, or with wee importance, or with such 
_huge_ significance that yah won't tell me what it iz?" Merida 
retorted . 

"I have no time for this," Hiccup sighed. "Where do we need to 
go?" 

"Ah won't tell yah," Merida snapped back. 

"Merida, be practical. The fate of the world is already in our hands. 
We have to keep the war in our favor, " Hiccup reasoned 
f rustratedly . 

"Fine. If yah tell me what the offer iz abowt...then Ah'll tell you 
da directions," the red-haired lass bargained stubbornly. 

Hiccup turned his head meaningfully towards her. Merida gazed into 
those emerald eyes, and saw the look of a cornered animal. She saw 
those plenty of times before, whenever she had those hunting trips 
with her father. Merida determinedly hardened her face, however. She 
needed to know what's bothering him. 

"Do you promise to do that?" Hiccup asked. 

"Yes," Merida answered at once. 

Hiccup opened his mouth, and closed it again like a fish. 

"Okay," he started. "I met the Man in the Moon. He is the one who 
chooses a Guardian among millions." 

"Ahnd then?" Merida prompted, when Hiccup did not continue. 

"He was the founder of the Guardians of Childhood, though North is 
the assigned leader," Hiccup explained further. "He is the one 
leading the war against Pitch. When Man in the Moon talked to me, he 
showed me a vision of four heroes standing side-by-side, defying all 
odds of losing against evil. But h-he gave me another vision, 
and... in this one . . . I was fighting and trying to k-kill you, and 



North too... and other shadowed faces... I don't know why I would 
commit such actions, but... Pitch was w-winning because of what I was 
doing . " 

Hiccup chocked, dropping his head in a bow. "Man in the Moon then 
offered an alternative. I think he wanted me... to... to become a 
Guardian . " 

"Dat ' s great then!" Merida smiled, but she faltered when she saw her 
friend's sad face. 

"It's not," Hiccup shook his head. He laid his forehead on Toothless' 
head, while the wind ruffled his brown hair. 

"Why?" Merida asked. 

Hiccup turned back to her. "When you become a Guardian, you have a 
greater chance of fighting back against Pitch's corruptive ways than 
normal people, and you become immortal ... but your friends and family 
don't. I would have to leave them behind, with Toothless as the 
exception. Man in the Moon said I could keep him as my companion. But 
the others will all age . . . and pass away." 

"But yah refused, " Merida guessed, understanding the extent of 
Hiccup's sacrifice. "Yah don't want to, but yah think that yah are 
also endangering the future." 

"It's a lot of pressure," Hiccup admitted. "I don't know what to 

do. " 

"What were his ehxact words?" Merida blurted out. 

Hiccup thought for a moment, as if pondering how much to enclose. 
"_The future is upon us, young Viking. We need another Guardian. Will 
you accept?_" Hiccup stated. 

"The thing is... I don't understand why I was the one he talked to. 

Why am I the first to be awakened?" the boy continued. He looked at 
her for answers, or anything she had to offer. 

Merida started deducing things. _North's first move was to awaken 
me_. Hiccup had said. Then maybe, Astrid was sent back before Hiccup 
had a tea conversation with Moony. And the way North looked at 
Hiccup...it was as if he recognized something in the teen. As if 
Santa Claus had seen his reflection in the Viking... 

"Hiccop, " Merida breathed out as she realized something. "Ah 
think ... ah think dat ..." 

"What?" Hiccup questioned, searching her face. "What is it?" 

Merida stared at him, and she saw a bit of North's personality 
shining on his face. Especially .. ._wonder_. "Hiccop. Ah think Man in 
da Moon recognized you as da _leader_. You will be da one tah take 
charge . " 

She might as well have sucked all the sounds in the world like a 
whirlpool as she uttered the phrase. Hiccup's unsure eyes went wide 
as saucers. 



"The ... leader ? " Hiccup forced out, a fake laugh hitching in his 
throat. "That's absurd." 

"Don't yah see? Yah hahv the experience," Merida said excitedly. "Yah 
led yor friends against dat behemoth dragon. Heck, ee'ven a stubborn 
gerl like Astrid followed yah. Why... even me!" 

"You are forgetting the other vision, " Hiccup reminded her, turning 
his sight back towards the horizon. "The darker one. The _Die! Die! 
Die !_ me . " 

"Ah don't think yah 'll end up like that," Merida ventured. "Yah are a 
good person. A very good one. Ahnd so... as a reward: Turn Toothless 
towards da place where da sun goes down, and where its last rays of 
light shine down on beautifully." 

"The west?" Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "Why?" 

Merida rolled her eyes as she groaned. "Becauze dat was our bargain 
remember? Yah tell me abowt the stupid offer, and I'll tell yah where 
mah friend is . " 

"But... if we go west... then we are going towards the kingdom of..." 
Hiccup tapped a finger on his chin. Merida felt him shudder 
violently. "Oh no... please don't tell me we are going to 
Corona . " 

"But... dat iz where we are supposed to gow, " the princess told 
him. 

"I just told you not to tell me that!" Hiccup exclaimed, raising his 
hands . 

"What do yah hahv against Corona?" Merida inquired, raising an 
eyebrow . 

"It's not what I have," Hiccup answered back. "It's what our people 
have against each other. The kingdom and my tribe are not on good 
terms for generations already." 

"A feud?" Merida asked. "What's da cause? 

"Well, for one thing, according to history ... they blamed the Vikings 
for any damage done to their beloved kingdom, " Hiccup snarled. "They 
punished, and banished them from the mainland ... and so, my ancestors 
settled on the island of Berk." 

His hand curled into a tight fist. "They practically cursed our 
life. " 

"Ah am sorry. But...wi hahv no choice, " Merida persuaded. "It's where 
wi shall find da third one." 

Hiccup seemed to have an internal battle with himself. He would jerk 
left, and then right, but he could not decide what direction to go. 

He clutched his head as if he was having a severe case of 
migraine . 

"Fine," Hiccup grumbled at last. He adjusted the flap and Toothless 
started to head for west. "If the soldiers there try to capture me. 



you would bust me out, wouldn't you?" 


"Of course," Merida replied, rubbing her thumbs together. "Ahnd while 
wi are at it . . . let ' s settle da problem. Perhaps..." 

Drifting off, she gazed at the clouds covering the afternoon sun, and 
an inspiration came to her. "Perhaps ... Princess Rapunzel could mend 
the bond torn by pride." 


8. Chapter Six: X 
**Chapter Six: X** 

_As Merida and I journeyed towards the Kingdom of Corona, our 
greatest enemy plans his biggest move yet..._ 

_As he contemplates which chess piece to move, the overwhelming 
effects of his first play were becoming increasingly 
disastrous ._ 

_First, the Red Death. Notes: Attacked Berk at exactly 12:45:56. Took 
hours to subdue and lock in the volcano. _ 

_Second, the Mor'du. Notes: Scared the living day lights out of 
Hothead Tomboy. Destroyed the workshop. Our friend North's condition 
is unknown. _ 

_And as we talk about Pitch's next possible actions, I came to one 
conclusion :_ 

_Princess Rapunzel ' s enemy will appear next._ 

_And you know what?_ 

_I was wrong. _ 

_I underestimated Pitch Black a bit too much..._ 

_...a tad bit too much..._ 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Lightning . <p> 

Thunder . 

Sheets of rain. 

Cold . 

This is the type of picturesque scene Pitch thrives upon. He drinks 
it up like water in the desert. Oh, yes... this is the picture 
straight from a perfect horror story. But horror stories are 
incomplete without the victim. 

_In this horribly typical tale_. Pitch mused, _the victim is captured 
by fear himself. _ 

"Untie me this instant!" 



Oh, there it is again. The annoying boy from Burgess. Shouting like 
an animal . 


Turning around, the Nightmare King regarded his prize. Tied in a 
chair made entirely of black sand, the teenager boy glared at him. 
Pitch realized that the boy's face is entirely hidden in shadow as 
thick as midnight, but he was very confident that his captive is 
giving him the evil eye. 

Oooooh...the teenager has no ideaa€" 

"What makes you think I would release you..." Pitch mocked, "...Jamie 
Bennett ? " 

If he wasn't tied down, the brat would flinch for sure. Flinch... at 
the sound of his name. 

"They will come for me," Jamie warned, recollecting his bearings. 

"The guardians, I mean. They visit me every year." 

"Yes, " Pitch affirmed. Examining his fingernails, he wanted to laugh 
at the boy's face, and to boast that he could control reality. 

Control destiny. _Control histories. _ 

Though, not for now. 

"Tell me, Bennett, " Pitch started. "Do you know that you are the 
first teenager to be able to retain his beliefs about those 
guardians ? " 

"Me? Don't make me laugh," Jamie growled, struggling in his seat. "My 
friends' beliefs are firm and true. Thankfully, more truer than the 
maniac that is you!" 

His back facing Jamie, Pitch fingered his beloved Time Globe. 
Caressing it like a child, he regarded it as one. 

"Actually," Pitch whispered, grinning. "In a few seconds ... they 
won ' t . " 

Pitch felt Jamie tense up. Good. The boy can catch up quickly. The 
boy realized that Pitch could turn them into non-believers with a bit 
of magic sand in the globe. 

"You wouldn't dare," Jamie said, panicking. "YOU WOULDN'T 
DARE ! " 

"Try me . " 

"I'll do anything. Please!" Jamie cried. " Just ... don ' t ... Jack Erost 
will . . . no . . . " 

Pitch suddenly burst into laughter. The beauty of this melodrama is 
truly satisfying. Jamiea€"_innocent Jamie_a€"is pleading for him to 
spare Jack Erost from his cruelty. Spectacular ... and all is according 
to plan. All is going his way. 

"A deal then?" Pitch Black said, facing the shadowed teen. "You'll do 
everything I say. Otherwise, Jack Erost will disappear into the dark 



void . " 


There was nothing the young believer could do. 
Pitch smirked as Jamie dropped his head in defeat. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>With all Pitch's wit and deception, he surely has the upper hand. 
With the machine in his palm, he can bend many things to his will. 
Altering time is never easy. The thing is... nobody knew about the 
Time Globe. <p> 

Nobody . 

Except, Pitch and Jamie... 

...one of which is a prisoner of the other. 

But even with all his skill in manipulation and blackmail. Pitch was 
never truly that stealthy. He preyed on fear, focused all his energy 
on fear . . . 

Too late. 

He never saw the pair of bunny ears that vanished around the 
corner . 

A tiny flower was left in its wake. 
a€" 

-X 


9. Chapter Seven 

**Author's note:** You all have no IDEA on the hardships I have to 
endure in writing this chapter. Whatever you may say or review, I 
might be never satisfied on how this turned out. I tried 
experimenting on how to introduce Rapunzel. I tried first person POV 
but it became very diary-like, so the idea was 
scrapped . 

Third-person fits best, but I couldn't capture her Disney princess 
essence. And then it hit me... 

A songfic chapter! Although, I admit that my songfic is a bit shaky 
because I changed the lyrics to fit the atmosphere, I would love to 
hear your ideas. (**Yes, I am accepting song requests.**) 

Also... to **Lolsa**. I may not yet insert Elsa and Anna (_I am so 
sorry! I can't believe I am turning down a direct yet polite 
suggestion_) . Yes to all followers out there, I heard about the glory 
of Erozen. I suggest that you wait. 

_**Evil Author Mode:** MWAHAHAHA! Don't you worry. I will be staining 
my hands soon with their blood. Such a delicious idea in my mind. Oh 
yes... a Erozen fanfic. Might as well make things a little bit more 
interesting. . ._ 



_Shall we?_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong><span>Chapter Seven: Princess Rapunzel of 
Corona<span>* * 

"But for the greater good, like many things, I have to let it 
go " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXem>Seven a.m., the usual princess lineup ... <em> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rapunzel . <p> 

Or Princess Rapunzel, as her beloved kingdom called her respectfully, 
woke up feeling the need to sweep the dusty floor and do her chores. 
However, as soon as she opened her childlike, green eyes, she 
remembered where she was. Not in the lonely tower. 

Nope . 

Not locked up there... 

. . . anymore . 

Yes, she is in her royal castle. Breathing out a deep sigh of relief, 
she stood up to stretch and begin her busy day. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>Start on the breakfast and eat 'til the plate's all 
clean<em> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


xp>An unsure knock on the door startled her. She glanced once at the 
large windows at the east of her posh room. The sun's glory had just 
peeked out from over the snowcapped mountains. It's too early for 
Eugene, her prince, to visit her.<p> 

"Princess? Breakfast!" 

Ah! Of course. Breakfast in bed. 

"Come in," she called out cheerfully. She watched as the door opened 
and in came a servant. She was dressed in simple clothes that covered 
every part of her petite body and head, plus she wore some yellow 
featherlike earrings. A white hood covered her face. 

The princess felt, rather than saw, her servant's genuine and sweet 
smile. She pushed in a cart full of delicious goods. 

Rapunzel leaned forward, and as the cart creaked towards her, she had 
already checked out every dish: a plate of meaty bacon, a plate of 
cheese omelette, spicy sausages, fresh apples and cream pastries. A 



glass of hot milk was also standing proudly beside them. The 
_breakf ast-y_ aroma was truly overwhelming. 

The princess thanked the servant, but not before she asked her 
name . 

"You can call me..." the servant said chirpily, violet eyes flashing. 
"Toothiana . " 

And with that, the servant shut the door. However, Rapunzel swore 
that Toothiana 's feet floated above the ground for a fleeting 
second . 

The food, however, distracted her from that thought. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Shower and wax, go check your look, and make up<em> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As Corona's princess, she must always look her best. Her face 
must be pretty and perfect but not plastered in cosmetics, or else 
her features would look fake. She checked her pixie cut and brushed 
through the throng to, at least, make it stop defying gravity. 
However, knowing that it would take time to grow out, she settled for 
a silver clip she had found in her drawers. <p> 

It was then that she noticed her crown on top of a shelf. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>Check again, and by then it's like seven-f ifteen<em> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


xp>Should she wear the priceless headpiece?<p> 

Surveying the crystals and diamonds, she wondered if it really suited 
her head. She took off her clip and placed the crown. 

Whether her hair was blonde or brown, she observed that it really was 
made for her. 

She fingered the exquisite design before turning around and fixing 
her bed. The clock struck seven-fifteen. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>And so I'll read a scroll, <em> 
_Or maybe two or three. _ 

_I'll need to work on my vocabulary. _ 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


xp>Learning new things made up her very existence. The moment she 
stepped in the capacious library filled with musty scrolls, 
manuscripts and books, she almost swore that she would never leave 



the place again. <p> 


Knowledge . 

Every single detail fascinated her. 

Mountains and mountains of books stacked up on every desk. The perks 
of being alone in the tower for so long taught her to refine her 
skills of being fast and quick in everything she does. '_Work before 
pleasure_' was her motto. In an hour, at least two mountains fell 
down as her eyes scanned pages. 

Her tutors would test and pester her with questions: "_Rapunzel, why 
are you speaking in such a prosaic approach? Define prosaic, dear,_" 
or "_Seventy-f ive eighteens is what, princess?_" and even, "_A 
villager says 'I love you'. What would you do? Say thank you? 

Or Say 'I love you' . Or Hit him with a frying 

pan . . . "_ 

She tried to simultaneously work with the questions and her book 
reading. Sadly, with her tight schedule, she was hustled by her 
tutors to try her hand with games that are usually played by 
nobles . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>I'll play golf and chess... <em> 
_Things that basically, _ 

_Made up this princess life I am in._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Golf is an outdoor sport, so she was intrigued by how it works. 
Her strict tutors told her that swinging the club is like her 
swinging a certain cooking tool.<p> 

"Easy enough, " she laughed. She was tasked to survey the terrain and 
aim to complete the course in a few strokes. She noticed a bump 
there, a curve of grass here and some sand in the east. Meters and 
meters away was the hole. Taking the proper stance and ignoring her 
tutors' nagging, she swung the club. 

The golf ball jumped a bit too excitedly ... hit a flying 

bird ... crashed against a protruding branch ... carried by an eagle's 

claw. . .and dropped. . . 

. . . into the hole . 

Rapunzel smiled at her tutors, and was surprised to see that their 
jaws have dropped to the ground. 

"Did I do something wrong?" she asked quizzically. 

Regaining their composures, the tutors challenged her to a game of 
chess. This time, Rapunzel was defeated in the first game. Soon 
enough, she started to study her opponents' moves. She noted that 
playing with actual people is different from playing with 
chameleons . 



Sighing as she finally won the last match, she wandered around in 
search of Pascal, intending to bond with him. She found him with 
Maximus and bid the chameleon to have lunch with her. 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXem>After my lunch, it's laws and rules and 
leading, <em> 

_Holding court, a bit of poise, no mess!_ 
_History and Geography, Economics .. ._ 

_Then I'll have tests, maybe a rest_ 

_Attend meetings, pose like a queen !_ 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Et iquettes . Responsibilities. Expectations . <p> 

Those are what make up a princess life. She supposed that she 
expected this as soon as she met her parents after several years of 
separation . 

One wrong step, one slip up, plus one wrong reason would end her up 
in a tight situation. Despite her best efforts to keep a level head, 
she wondered how long she can possibly last. 

She had to study about taxes, how to compose speeches and what to do 
in times of crisis. She must know about improvisations, military and 
defense. Once, she was told to observe a special court hearing and 
study how to provide justice to both parties. 

_History_. Oh yes! Eor her, this was the most interesting. She 
studied how Corona was built, how the kingdom fell and rose, when 
Vikings were banished from the kingdom. . . 

Suddenly, she stood up and peered closer. 

Vikings. A group of barbarians wielding terrifying weapons and 
attacking her people. 

Scratching her nose and ignoring the cold feeling that this might be 
important, she forced her eyes to scan the next pages of her History 
book. Words like '_Arendelle_' and something about her mother's 
sister's death, and topics about '_Highland Games_' popped out, 
passed and disappeared from her mind in the next few moments. 

She shook her head and dropped the book onto the carpeted floor. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>And I'll reread the scrolls ... <em> 

_If I have time to spare. _ 

_I'll study my lessons some more, I'm sure I'm not getting 
anywhere . . ._ 



><p>She took a deep breath and got some more texts from the towering 
bookshelves, while searching for subjects about past, present and 
future princesses. She tried to erase the images of the 
unsophisticated Viking thugs she had just seen.<p> 

Just then, a picture dropped from one of the books. From the looks of 
it, one can say that it was pretty old. Thinking it was for visual 
purposes, Rapunzel picked it up and scrutinized it carefully. Two 
babies, one with white hair while the other has a strawberry blonde 
one, grinned innocently at her. The princess turned her head to the 
side in confusion. 

Who are these? 

This question tumbled and rolled at the back of her head as she 
prepared for the night. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>And then I'll brush and can't help but miss my long, blonde 
hair . . . <em> 

_Wondering if I'll get it back one day._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>She has a friend from a far-off land named Merida. A recent 
friend. The first time they met, Rapunzel touched her friend's curly, 
red hair. It was unusual, just like hers before it was cut . <p> 

Their meeting was short, but it left an impression on her, because it 
was the first time she met royalty from foreign countries. 

Brush. Brush. Brush. 

In just a few minutes, she finished untangling the nest on her head. 
She missed it being long. A shame it was, as she could've used it to 
heal the sick and wounded. 

But for the greater good, like many things, she had to let it go. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>And I'll keep asking, and asking, <em> 
_and asking, and asking, _ 

_what am I missing?_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


xp>She had everything she ever desired and wanted. She had someone 
who loves her loyally. She had a caring and trustworthy 
family . <p> 

Most of the time though, she asks. She asks what will happen next. 
What if there is something wrong? What if she is just worrying too 



much? 


What if... the next moment, everything will * *_disappear_* * ? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>And before my goodnight. Northern Lights will 
appear, <em> 

_Just like they do since I escaped my tower from nowhere... 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astronomy . <p> 

Throughout her days in her tower, with the structure acting as the 
perfect observatory, she studied the ever-mysterious sky and she was 
very sure that those Northern Lights should not appear that close in 
her region. 

However, it became a quite a routine for her to see it as darkness 
falls. Getting up from her comfortable position, she dragged her feet 
towards the balcony. At this time, the colors should be adorning the 
black nightscape. 

But she waited. . . 

. . . and waited . . . 

. . . and waited . 

**Nothing came.** 

Thinking that perhaps the world was following the correct rules of 
phenomena once more, Rapunzel hit the the sack. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>lt almost feels like, they're calling for me . . . <em> 
_Is it coincidental ... or am I missing something?_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


xp>She woke up to shouts of struggle. <p> 

Suddenly, the windows started shaking. A black dragon sped past her 
window, glaringa€"_almost pleading_ at her, before a thick collar 
with a metallic chain attached to it came from below and snapped 
itself around its neck. 

She gasped as she saw the creature fall. 

Wait. . ._dragon_? 

Well, that defied all laws of history. 


10. Chapter Eight 



**EVIL AUTHOR'S NOTE:** _I don't want to write an evil author's note 
Anyway, shoutout to Jake Nickleby. The Little Eour undertones starts 
here. The Little Eour is to be composed of the braiding sisters in 
Tangled, Sophie from RotG, triplets from Brave, and a child from 
HtTYD. Also, touches of Erozen will be included in this 
story 

_Beware !_ 

_This chapter was made when I was feeling very murderous. _ 

_It was not a good idea to write at that time._ 

_This is living proof... _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strongXspan>Chapter Eight: Princess Rapunzel<span>* * 
"I've got a dream. And even a nightmare." 
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><p>"You've got to listen to me! He's coming! "<p> 

A Viking boy's desperate cries filled the surrounding area as the 
royal soldiers brutally wrestled him to the ground. He groaned under 
all their combined weight. Angry bruises started forming on his skin 
The dragon growled and tried to fire a plasma blast, but two men 
snapped its jaw shut with an iron muzzle, while pulling the leash 
tightly to control the beast. The dragon reared its head, but the 
royal horse Maximus trotted out of nowhere and neighed in its face. 
The two then entered an intense staring contest. 

Princess Rapunzel witnessed all these as she came running out of the 
doors, curiosity anda€ 1 a bit of sympathya€ 1 overcoming her fear. 
_Vikings_, she thought. _Is the boy a spy? Is he here to destroy our 
kingdom?_ 

"Rapunzel!" Prince Eugene approached her as he gasped for breath. 
"What's happening here? And who's that scruffy fishbone?" 

"He's a Viking," Rapunzel answered, still transfixed as the events 
played out. 

"Let me guessa€lfrom the Snuggly Duckling?" Eugene inquired, 
scratching his head. "He looks f oreigna€ 1 that one-_WOAH!_" 

An arrow whizzed past Eugene's collar and pinning him on a nearby 
wall. A few inches morea€ 1 and it would have certainly pierced his 
Adam's apple (which will probably be the cause of some splattered, 
crimson blood that will forever taint the facade of the castle plus 
the gaping hole on the prince's highly-vulnerable neck-but let's not 
dwell on that . ) 

The soldiers suddenly froze like statues, completely forgetting what 
they were supposed to be doing. 

"EUGENE!" Rapunzel cried, running towards him. 



"AWL OF YOU!" an accented, commanding female voice spoke out. A 
hooded figure came out from the shadows, her bow and arrow pointed 
directly at Eugene's heart. "STAY BAHCKaO 1 OR AH WILL SHOOT!" 

In their horror, the soldiers scrambled away from the bounded Viking, 
leaving him on the filthy ground. Rapunzel frowned at the figure. She 
quickly put herself between Eugene and the weapon, glaring at the 
woman, whom painfully reminded her of Gothel. 

"Who are you?" she asked slowly, squinting. "We'll give you 
everything you want. Gold? Jewels? Treasures?" She waved her hands, 
and she gestured to the arrow. "As long as you leave my prince and 
the kingdom alone and intact-" 

"Ah don't need yer jewels, _Princess Rapunzel_, " the hooded woman 
snapped. "Ah need yer help." 

" Ia€ 1 _wait_, " Rapunzel faltered. Her lovely face scrunched up in 
confusion. "You're not a thief, are you?" 

"Does she look like one?" the Viking coughed up, heaving dry breaths. 
He cracked a small smile, although his upper lip is bleeding. "I told 
her that she looks like a sexy grim reaper, and she promptly left me 
at the gates of your kingdom." 

"Shut up, Hiccop, and let me handle dis, " the hooded woman snarled. 
"Before Ah answer your question, princess. Ah need yer reassurance 
that yah will acknowledge our presence _nicely_. " 

"Ia€l" the brunette wavered. This people just assaulted her beloved 
prince. Could she trust them? Her eyes drifted to the boy who is 
struggling to get up despite from the obvious pain. Then, she glanced 
at the dangerous dragon, who is attempting to smash its muzzle to 
pieces. " Ia€ 1 er . . . just a moment pleaseaG 1 " 

Turning her head exactly 45 degrees so that her eyes would not leave 
the trained arrow, she whispered to Eugene, "What should I do?" 

"I say you treat this people to tea, give them a warm bath and dance 
ballroom with the boy, " Eugene deadpanned. 

"You're right!" Rapunzel smiled. 

"Wha-?" Eugene's jaw dropped. "I was being sarcastic!" 

"I know," the princess said. "The thing isa€ll am afraid. I need some 
time toa€ 1 uma€ 1 think . " 

Clearing her throat, Rapunzel faced the figure bravely once more. 
"Whoever you are, I promise that no harm will befall on you unless 
you harmed anyone." Her voice quivered. "T-tell me who you area€ 1 and 
we c-can discuss your needs with the king a-and queen." 

"Is that so?" The figure finally lowered her bow and pulled back her 
hood, revealing a mass of curly red hair. "Perhaps mah face will be 
enough for yah tah recognize me." 


Rapunzel was shocked. The one in front of her was no ordinary person. 
Nor thief. 



"Princess Merida!" she exclaimed. Her mind became blank as she tried 
to register her status. Thoughts like _'Friend! Is that really you?_ 
and '_You scared me. Was that really necessary? and even the 
classic '_This is my kingdom! You have no power over me 
herea€ 1 MWAHAHAHA !_" sliced through her head. Instead, she blurted 
out, "What are you doing with a Viking?" 

"Ah can fill yah in on da details, " Merida answered her, grabbing 
Rapunzel ' s shoulders. "But wi must hurrya€ 1 the enemy is at da 
door . " 

"But the Viking," Rapunzel said, eyeing the boy. "I am sorry to say 
thata€lhe is not allowed to enter the palace. In facta€ 1 " She 
swallowed her tongue. "According to the law book, any Viking 
trespassing Corona will be branded with death." 

It was as if she dropped a time bomb. Silence filled the yard as no 
one objected to that statement. 

"I am still pretty much alive," the Viking offered weakly. 

"S'pare him!" Merida hissed, gesturing to the boy. "He means noe 
harm . " 

"Ia€ll can't, even if I wanted to," Rapunzel mumbled sadly. "My 
parents will not be happy." 

"Don't yah have a judiciary in dis place?" Merida nearly screamed. 
"At least let him stand trial ! " 

"Hey! Don't you dare speak to my girl like that," Eugene threatened. 
Another arrow appeared above his head, cutting off some hair strands 
He sighed as he watched them fall. "I give up." 

Princess Rapunzel scrutinized the Viking boy. HiccupaClwas that his 
name? He does look like a scruffy fishbone, barely giving the 
impression of being a blood-loving murderer. He doesn't seem 
dangerous. No. It was the _dragon_ that unnerved her. The snarling 
monster. _Black as death. _ 

"Promise me that he keeps that dragon under controlaC 1 " Rapunzel 
started. "aCland we will decide his fate." 

"Done," Merida said, grabbing Rapunzel ' s hand and shaking it 
vigorously, much to her surprise. 

"V-very well then," Rapunzel said, once she regained her composure. 
"Let us continue this at court." 
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><p>Traumatic . <p> 

That was the only adjective Rapunzel could think of when Merida 
relayed to her the whole story as they are waiting outside for the 
jury to call them in. She grabbed her hair when she heard of the 
apocalyptic Red Death. She nearly vomited when she found out about 
the fall of North, the Santa Claus. Her complexion grew pale as 
terror mounted in her after hearing of Pitch Black. It didn't help 
when they told her that she may be the next target of nightmares. 



Merida told her all in very, very graphic descriptions. Buta€lwhat 
really sparked her interest was Hiccup's story: about the exile of 
the Vikings to the land of who-knows-where. Berk. 

"On a scale of 1 tah 100," Merida said to her. "Haw much chance do 
Hiccup have in getting out of dis alive?" 

"I say," Hiccup interrupted, staring out of the large stained glass 
windows where he could see his dragon playing rival with Maximus. "If 
you were to ask me, I would say aa€ 1 hmmma€ 1 .0.54% chance of survival, 
with 99.46% window of uncertainty." 

"Ah wasn't asking yah, idiot," Merida snapped. 

"His assumptions are correcta€ 1 unfortunately , " Rapunzel confirmed. 
"Down to the last decimal, even." 

"GREAT!" Merida drawled, slouching. She covered her eyes with a hand. 
"Ah'm surrounded by nerds." 

"And here I was thinking that you were worried over me, " Hiccup 
f acepalmed . 

"You two seem real hotheaded, " Rapunzel noted. 

"When you have _zero sleep_, things like that happen, " Hiccup said 
tiredly. "Anyway, why are they taking so long to judge me?" 

"They should call us in any second now, " Rapunzel said. 

The door creaked as a familiar, petite servant presented herself to 
them. Rapunzel recognized her immediately. 

"Toothiana!" she cried, attempting to smile. "Are we allowed to 
enter? " 

"Of course, " Toothiana chirped happily, tugging at her sleeves as if 
she was trying to hide any sight of her skin. "This waya€ 1 please . " 
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><p>Rapunzel despised the courtroom . <p> 

Of all the rooms in the capacious palace, there was really no 
fathoming the depths of her hatred for this place. It reminded her 
too much of Mother Gothel, whenever snobby widows appear attempting 
to claim money from their rich, dead husbands. Or whenever a poor 
child is being fought for when divorce is involved. She couldn't 
stomach any of those sad events. Her fearless friend Merida, however, 
was the exact opposite. 

Merida DunBroch, although basking in the glory of her tomboyish 
un-princess-y attitude, knew her way around trials. She taught Hiccup 
to plead not guilty. She served as his unofficial lawyer, strutting 
around trying to gain sympathy from the judge, the king and the 
queen . 


Rapunzel glanced at her royal mother, whose face was ever 
expressionless. She tried to still her shaking hands. 



"REALLY? ! " Merida boomed when she finally snapped due to the lack of 
positive response, jolting everyone. "What kind of judges are yah? 

Yah all seem intent on killing Hiccup. Why do Ah even bother arguing 
with yah?" 

The jury started muttering amongst themselves. Eyebrows were raised 
like flags in honor of Merida. Snarling, she tightened her fists and 
awaited their answer. 

"Princess Merida, " the queen began calmly, after the senseless 
humming had died down. "You have no idea what those barbarians did to 
us a long, long time ago, have you? Haven't you been paying attention 
to _your_ lessons?" 

"All Ah know is that we are here to clear his name, " Merida answered 
exasperatedly . 

"My _tribe's_ name," Hiccup inserted. 

"My dear," the queen pressed on, as she steepled her fingers. "The 
Vikings are the reason why I became very sick." 

"You may not have noticed, your highnessa€ 1 but we were _exiled_, " 

Hiccup tried. "How could we be the reason why you were 

ill?" 

"Becausea€ 1 " the king replied angrily. "a€lyour kind _cursed 


"We would never do that," Hiccup declared boldly. "Call us savages! 
Call us _barbaric_. But please don't ever accuse us of witchcraft. We 
don't swish wands around yelling _Avada Kedavra_, you know?" 

A knock on the door echoed in the room. All heads turned as Toothiana 
peeked her head in. 

"Excuse me," she said. "But I would like to present someaC 1 _citizens_ 
who can help with this case." 

The judge blinked. He turned to the king for his permission. Rapunzel 
held her breath as her father thought about it. Exhaling, she 
defrosted when the king gestured for Toothiana to let the citizens 
in. If these people can help Hiccup, they might stand a chance . A big 
if a€ 1 

Toothiana stepped aside, revealing four sisters with different 
heights. All were wearing the same yellow dress, and each has a 
unique braid as a trademark hairstyle. Rapunzel grew concerned when 
she realized who they were. 

They were the braiding sisters who braided her long hair when she 
first entered Corona. The ones whom Eugene asked help from to keep 
her crowning glory organized with flowers. 

"ButaC 1 " the judge gaped. "They're children!" 

"SERIOUSLY?" Merida shouted, eye bags popping out. "Are yah blind? 
They're obviously youngsters or did their appearance deceive yah too 
mach that yah can't decipher oldie from young, damnit . " 



"Merida," Hiccup pleaded. "Steady on." 

"Anyway, as I was saying," Toothiana continued daintily. "These 
children shall tell you that Hiccup is good, and is no way evil. Go 


The eldest stepped forward shyly. One long braid trailed down her 
back. She gazed up at them all with soft, sparkling eyes. "The Viking 
was clumsya€ 1 " she said softly. "a€lbut since he came, he did not 
break any laws. In fact, he was actually pretty helpful to the 
villagers. When my youngest sister cried a while ago because her 
favorite snow globe was missing. Hiccup offered his hair for us to 
braid . " 

"Please tell any other story of my amazing deeds other than that, " 
Hiccup grumbled, banging his head on the podium. 

One by one, evidence of Hiccup's innocence was proven. Rapunzel gave 
a thumbs-up sign to Toothiana. Merida, for once, started to 
relax . 

"And so, your soldiers _messed everything up_ when they dragged 
Hiccup to the palace, " the youngest finally concluded. "The 
end . " 

"Hiccup's innocence is proven then," the judge approved. Hiccup was 
filled with a sense of relief. 

"However," the judge pushed on, raising a finger. "His tribe is still 
guilty of their past crimes. So, their deeds fall heavily on your 
head. I, therefore, charge you as guilty. Your punishment: death by 


"What?" Hiccup stood up in utter horror. 

"No." Merida disagreed, clutching her bow. "Wha' are yah playing 
at?" 


But the decision was final. The judge slammed his gavel down and 
declared the case closed. Rapunzel stared at the two friends as they 
comforted each other, compassion evident on her face. She went to her 
mother . 

Tapping her mom's shoulder, she whispered, "Mom, please. Can't you do 
anything? " 

"I am sorry, child," the queen said mournfully. "But he must 


"But he's innocent! Just forgive him, _please_. " 

The queen shook her head. Rapunzel ' s vision blurred. Her heart was 
ripping itself to shreds. Such a young, harmless boya€ 1 

"Guards!" she heard the king yell. "Arrest the Viking." 

"No!" Merida cried, shielding Hiccup. Tears were forming at the 
corners of her eyes. "Don't touch him! Don't. Yah. Dare." 

"Leave him to us, princess, " the head guard demanded. "You are 



outnumbered ten to one. You lack arrows and even weapons useful in 
close combat. Give us the boy." 

Rapunzel bit her lip. She must think of something. Anything. Any 
loophole at alla€l 

"Oh dear," Toothiana muttered beside her. "Looks like the two shared 
a deeper connection than most friends have." 

"What did you say?" Rapunzel snapped her neck towards her, as gears 
turned rapidly in her head. 

"Nothing, " Toothiana shrugged, tugging at the hem of her uniform. 
"It's just thata€ 1 it isn't everyday that Princess Merida finds a boy 
whose presence she can tolerate, right? At least, that's what I 
heard . " 

Rapunzel watched as the head soldier pushed Merida to the side. She 
winced as she felt, rather than heard, the slam of Merida's body onto 
the hard marble floor. 

She didn't know what took over her. She had no idea what she really 
did next. All she knew was that she can't bear to end things like 
this . 

"STOP ! " 


The words were out of the bag before she can even prevent them from 
spilling out. Everyone looked at her, suddenly giving her their full 
attention. Rapunzel hardened her features, and tried to remember her 
lessons . 

**_Rule No. 1. To be a queen, you must assume command. _** 

"I havea€l" she stated. "a€lan OBJECTION!" 

"Dear,_ please, the queen beseeched her. 

"I am sorry," Rapunzel continued. "But everyone should knowa€ 1 that 
this decision of persecuting the Viking will lead to very _drastic_ 
effects . " 

"How so?" the judge challenged. 

Rapunzel chuckled, thoughts randomly forming in her brain. "Isn't it 
obvious? When someone dies today, not only will certain bonds be 
broken, but also hearts." 

"Where are you going with this?" one of the braiding sisters 
asked . 

"Where am I going with this?" she asked to herself. "Nothing really. 
I just want you all to know that this is a bad chess move." 

"Tell us why," the judge implored her, crossing his arms. 

"Yes, do tell us, " the queen said. 


"Because, " the princess of Corona emphasized, a foolproof loophole 
coming to life as she pointed at Hiccup. "You will be killing the 



Princess Merida DunBroch's fiance. 


Shocked faces. Falling jaws. Swords dropping. Nothing could compare 
to the disgusted faces of Hiccup and Merida though, even as they 
stared at each other dumbly. Rapunzel knew she had pushed the right 
buttons. She widened her eyes at a horrified Merida, giving her the 
signal to play along. 

Reacting at once, Merida held a hand dramatically to her forehead 
(although Rapunzel could swear that she saw Merida's lips mouth 'I am 
going to kill yah for dis' as she did it) . "Oh, darling. Ah am afraid 
dat dis would be your farewell. Ah would dream nite an' day for wat 
could've been a beautiful wedding." 

"Sweet honeycakes, " Hiccup forced out, rolling his eyes at the sheer 
stupidity of their actions. "Even as I am chopped to pieces by the 
evil thing called an axe, my last thoughts would be of you. I hope 
that you would find someone as awesome as me to be your future 
husband . " 

The soldiers and judges were visibly wavering. Their words of 'love' 
pursued in moving their sympathies. 

"Please kill mi!" Merida howled, bending her neck near a guard's 
sword. "Ah couldn't bear tah see mah beloved die." 

"No!" Hiccup cried, gesturing to the both of them. "Kill us together. 
It would be heaven if you'd do so!" 

"All right, all right!" the head judge finally snapped, wiping tears 
away from his cheeks. "I change my verdict. There was no harm done on 
the kingdom anyway. I am lifting the crimes of the Vikings from 
Hiccup Haddock's head, sparing him from death. I am, however, not yet 
getting any confirmation from the king and queen that the Vikings are 
forgiven. Case is really dismissed." 

It's better than nothing, Rapunzel reasoned. Her two friends smiled 
at her. No words came out, but their eyes had the word 'thanks' 
printed on them. 

"_Everything was going great until you butted in, Rapunzel, Eugene 
drawled as he suddenly stepped out from behind a 
tapestry . 

Surprised, Rapunzel scrambled back with Toothiana and the sisters 
beside her. "Eugene-?" 

"_It ' s Elynn Rider to you, brunette_, " Eugene snarled in a voice as 
thick as darkness. His black eyes knifed through her soul. He walked 
in a maniacal way. 

"_Are you scared, Rapunzel?_" the sickly, sweet voice emanated from 
her mother. A laugh gurgled from her throat. 

"Rapunzel!" Merida warned. "It's him!" 

Rapunzel felt Toothiana shift. 

"Pitch Black!" Toothiana said as she ripped off her uniform. Rapunzel 
panicked and accidentally hit the wall when she saw the weirdness in 



front of her. Toothiana was covered in colorful feathers, with 
gossamer wings sprouting from her back. With a spurt of life, the 
wings flapped rapidly and lifted her petite body from the 
floor . 

"Toothianaa€ 1 " Rapunzel gasped. "You'rea€la fairy?" 

"No time to explain!" the fairy told her as she held a braiding 
sister ' s hand . 

"Rapunzel, we need to get out of here!" Hiccup called out, staring at 
the seemingly possessed soldiers, who advanced towards them. 

"What is happening?" she choked. 

"_Poor, poor Punzie,_" the king crooned at her, his black eyes 
shining sadistically. "_Alone in that tower for almost eighteen 
years. Such a beautiful nightmarea€ 1 * *to be alone in a place you 
called home!**_" 

**CRASH ! ** 

The walls of the palace all fell down. Rapunzel, Merida, Hiccup, 
Toothiana and the four sisters all huddled together as a black haze 
covered the land. 

"No!" Rapunzel reached onto anything solid. As rocks swirled around 
them, the king and queen grinned simultaneously before disintegrating 
into dust. "Mom! Dad!" 

A hand held her arm firmly. 

"Rapunzel," Merida met her eyes. "Wi must go." 

Reluctantly, she allowed herself to be pushed away by her friends. 

She couldn't see nor hear anything. The dust storm made it hard to 
make out objects. The blood roaring in her ears consumed her sense of 
hearing. Once in every while, she would see some villagers. However, 
as she tried to save them, they would vanish before her into smoke. 
She saw toddlers running arounda€ 1 only to be blown away by the wind. 
Gone . 

A snapping sound echoed above them, and a pillar began to 
fall . 

_Kill me_, she thought. _Death is better. _ 

But the pillar never flattened them. Hiccup whistled as loudly as he 
could, and a plasma blast destroyed the structure. Hooves accompanied 
the blast. The next momenta€ 1 Rapunzel found herself sitting on 
Maximus. Pascal was also on the horse's head 

"Max," she whispered as she laid her head on his mane. "You're still 
here. Pascala€ 1 I need to sleep." 
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><p>She awoke when they shook her. She had never been so tired in her 
entire life. She broke down when they were at the bridge leading to 
Corona . <p> 



They tried to comfort her, but nothing could help her right 
now . 

"Leave me, alone," Rapunzel growled. "LEAVE ME ALONE!" 

She broke down at the very same place where she first gushed about 
the beauty of Corona. But in front of hera€ 1 

a€ 1 was just a barren wasteland. 

An abandoned home . 

Eor there was no more Corona. 

_He took it all away._ 


11. Chapter Nine 

**Evil Author:** Miss me? I disclaim Rise of the Brave Tangled 
Dragons. Lost them in a game of poker. 
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><p><strongXspan>Chapter Nine: Rapunzel<span>* * 
"Elynn? Merida? Hiccup? J-_AAAAAAAAAH_! " 
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><p>"Is she okay?"<p> 

Who's talking? Who are these people? Where is she? Why are they all 
staring at her? **_Staring and glaring at her with those black, 
soulless eyes that were brimming with saturated malice 
anda€"_** 

"She'll need help. Her mind is in no stable condition." 

Now, they're talking again. They seemed friendly, after all. They 
looked decisively kind, good, trustworthy , a€ 1 and _deadly_. 

**_Gnashing and gritting their needle-like teeth at her neck is a 
sure sign that they plan to consume her whola€"_** 

"Well, wot do yah suggest Hiccup? Are yah saying dat we will be 
welcome somewhere aside from here in Tooth's Eaery Palace?! Ah would 
LCVE ta hear your suggestions now, if yah don't mind." 

"How about DunBroch, huh?" 

"Ahnd risk my kingdom in the process? In yer dreams, Hiccop!" 

A distorted silhouette seemed to turn to her, but she could have just 
been hallucinating. 

"Ch, Rapunzel. We're so, so, so sorry. I can't _believe_a€" " 

Brown hair. Green eyes. A boy crouched in front of her, studying her 
and apologizing. His expression was one of concerna€ 1 **_And then. 



its smoky black hand slowly made its way towards hersa€"_** 

"Tooth. Merida. There's something in her hand. Noa€"not _you_. 
Toothless...! meant, _Toothiana_. Goodness, things are getting very 
complicated now, aren't they?" 

"Wot is it, Hiccop?" 

The monster mercilessly scrambled her fingers. She wanted to scream. 
She _cannot_ let them have the picture if it's the last thing she'll 
ever do. Waita€lwhat is this? She couldn't move! She cried inwardly 
when the monster finally pried the piece of paper away from 
her . 

"Oha€ 1 It ' s only a painted image." 

Ana€l image? Maybe it's the one she got from her library. Hmmm, yes. 
Platinum blonde, strawberry blonde. _Sisters_. 

"a€lWait! Ah know those two somewhere!" 

"Really? Where?" 

"Ah'm not sure. It's starts with Aha€"" 

_. . .Arendelle_. 

"Aha€l? What?" 

**_Arendelle_** . 

"Aha€ 1 hmma€ 1 Aht lant lea? Nowp. Not that. Ahbacus, 

Ahmurricaa€ 1 er . . " 

"Arendelle . " 

The shadowy monsters turned to her. Had she spoken? Was she the one 
who said Arendelle? 

Something fast flew past her. It flapped its gossamer wings and 
filled her vision with wonderful colors. The sudden change of hues 
forced her eyes to adjust, and she had to endure those spots that 
brutally disturbed her dazed mind. When the spots had cleared, she 
saw violets scrutinizing her carefully. Violet eyes. 

"Toothiana, what are you doing?" 

_T-T-T-T-Too-Tootha€ 1 Toothiaaaana? _The name is shockingly familiar. 
Somewhere, there is that spark igniting inside her when she is on the 
verge of recognizing someone. 

"She said 'Arendelle', right? This is progress!" Toothiana giggled, 
earning chitters from her much-smaller furry clones. "I think she is 
recovering from her shock. This is amazing! Woo-hoo ! " 

The feathery creature flew around her happily. Rapunzel stared on, 
fixed intently on the jolly hummingbird-ish gal that she almost did 
not feel the insistent tug at her hair. 


"Princess Rapunzel?" whispered a girl's voice fearfully, when she 



didn't react. The child handed her something, but she doesn't care 
about it. She doesn't even know what it was. 


The boy then swiftly moved, and grabbed the 'thing' from her still 
hand. He then gazed at it intently, as if it would start singing a 
soap opera on his palm. 

"Thisa€llt's your snow globe, right?" the boy asked the female 
child . 

She clasped her hands together, and nodded shyly. 

"Where did you get it?" the boy inquired further, examining the snow 
globe at every angle. 

_There are no figurines inside it, _a single thought sliced through 
Rapunzel ' s consciousness , hurting her head as if a sword cut it 
open . 

The girl glanced at three other females that looked like her, but 
appear to be older than her. They nodded, urging her to spill the 
beans . 

The girl faced Hiccup. Sighing, she whispered, "I got it on 
Christmas . " 

The boy's eyes widened, and his lips suddenly cracked into a smile. 

" I knew it . " 

"Knew wot? What do yah mean?" asked the redhead, coming closer to 
inspect the snow globe with renewed interest. 

"ThisaClsnow globeaC 1 " the boy held up the plain ornament for 
everyone to see, "a€l holds our next destination." 

Toothiana gasped, eyes flashing in recognition. "That snow globe 
belongs to North!" 

"Exactly," the boy grinned. He laid it down on the floor carefully. 
"It's not an ordinary snow globe. North showed me how it works when 
you were passed out, Merida. You tell it a destination, and then you 
smash it to create a portal ! And then boomaC" ! " 

"It self-destructs and destroys da place?" the redhead 
snarked . 

"YES! I meanaC 1 no ! I meanaC 1 " the boy faltered. "Oh, whatever. It 
brings you to the place you wantaC 1 or the place you need to be." His 
eyes lit up as he uttered, "Arendelle." 

"There's jas one ill' flaw in yer plan. Viking boy Hiccup, " the 
redhead blurted out. "No, actuallyaC 1 two . Yah see, Rapunzel ' s mental 
health is in danger. Secondly, we are at a dead end." 

"DeadaC 1 end? " Hiccup questioned her. "What do you mean, 

Merida? " 

Merida pointedly whacked the back of Hiccup's head with her bow, 
earning an annoyed '_Owww!' _from him. "Halloooooo! Our mission! The 
missing youth! THE EOURTH ONE! HAVE YAH ALREDDY EORGOTTEN, 



HICCOP? ! " 


"Of course not!" Hiccup retorted, clearing his ears. "First things 
first: _Rapunzel_. " 

Rapunzel. Her name. Was it? 

"Wait." Toothiana hovered in front of them with a confused look on 
her face. "I-I noticed none of you said this _fourth youth's _name . 
Has no one told you about him?" 

"For one thing, you Guardians like to keep things vague, " Hiccup 
pointed out. 

Toothiana shook her head. "So that's whya€ 1 " 

"a€l That's whya€lwhat?" Hiccup pressed, sweeping his hands in a wide 
motion . 

The Tooth Fairy pursed her lips, as her eyes drifted away from them. 
"How is it that you can see me?" 

The unexpected question surprised the duo. Hiccup and Merida glanced 
at each other, shock playing on their faces. 

_How is it that I can see her in the first place? _Another thought 
hammered its way into Rapunzel ' s faculties. 

Toothiana folded her arms. "The question astonishes you." 

"Well," Merida started. "You seea€lboth of usa€ 1 " 

"a€lDon't know me," Toothiana finished for her, twirling a feather 
that fell down from her wrist. "And therefore, you never believed in 
me. Yet, you know that I'm a Guardian. And stilla€l" 

"Wea€ 1 " Hiccup tapped his chin, "a€lcan see YOU." 

"Bu' how did dat happen?!" Merida demanded. 

_I can see the Tooth Fairy without trying_, Rapunzel thought slowly, 
as if she is moving through jelly. 

The reason why _she_ was chosena€ 1 

"That is _her_ doing," Toothiana tilted her head in her direction. 
"The reason why North sent you to go fetch her: she is the key to 
letting you see what only the pure-hearted can behold. Her innocence 
is so childlike that it radiates from her. I'm sure there's a legend 
somewhere on how it works. Anyhow, the power to see us 
Guardiansa€ 1 was given to her by the _Sun_. " 

"First, da Man in da Moon. Next, da Sun. Anyone else mythical we need 
tah know about?" Merida asked sarcast ically . 

"Wella€ 1 there _is_ a especially _handsome_ one that you should know 
about," came a new voice from above. Someone holding a staff moved 
quickly in the shadows. The wind grew chilly, but not in a 
threatening way. Snow began to float softly towards them, as frost 
sketched itself on the ground. 



All the smaller tooth fairies of Tooth Fairy Palace stopped doing 
what they're supposed to be doing. Snowflakes filled the air, much to 
the group's surprise, leaving them in awe. 

"Who said that?" Hiccup spun in a circle, trying to pinpoint the 
speaker's location. Toothless' ears perked up, and as soon as Hiccup 
saw it, he traced its directed line of sight to the dark shadows in 
front of them. 

"I dida€"waita€ 1 _you_ can hear me?" 

The question sounded absolutely uncertain, even for Rapunzel ' s 
unstable mind. The way the speaker said it sounded like he was just 
experiencing something new for the first time in his life. The voice 
heard was like the sound made by a poor child seeing a much-coveted 
toy, or an orphan finally finding a loving family. 

"Yes," Merida answered the strange question. "Who are yah?" 

Silence was the speaker's response. 

"It's him," Toothiana murmured. 

"Who?" Hiccup inquired. "Pitch?" 

"No. Your _worst nightmare_, " the voice laughed lightly. 

And then, they felt rather than heard his footsteps. Their warm 
breaths ghosted before them as they waited for the speaker to reveal 
his face. 

Light-footed and quiet, the speaker treaded towards them carefully. 
The glorious light illuminated his eyes first, which were a beautiful 
icy blue, and next was his winter-white hair, ruffled slightly by the 
whistling wind. Wherever he stepped, frost would appear. A playful, 
friendly smile was on his youthful face. 

He held out his hand to Hiccup. "Hey! It's cool to meet you. I'm 
Jack . " 

Hiccup raised an eyebrow and parted his lips as he gently clasped the 
boy's pale hand. "a€ 1 era€ 1 Jack? " 

The boy grinned. "Aye. _Jack Frost_a€ 1 that ' s me!" 


12. LAST CHAPTER 

★★AUTHOR'S NOTE:** Right. I've matured. I've fallen out of the 
fandom, etc. I've reread this story and I am absolutely appalled by 
the sheer amateurish writing my younger self have utilized in this 
tale. Needless to say I will be receiving more death threats due to 
my apparent incapability to make up my mind on whether I'll continue 
my fic or not. You've been waiting for an update for 2 years now, and 
I've been procrastinating for two years. I apologize. 

However, since I do not have the heart to simply delete my fic, I am 
permitting writers to adopt this story. I am giving you freedom to 
take wherever direction you decided to steer the plot into. Go 



crazy . 


If you, however, wanted to find out how the real story goes. I'll 
gladly summarize it for you. PM me for details potential 
adopters . 

Of course, should you adopt this story, all I ask of you is to at 
least credit me (even just once and in passing) in the Author's Note 
especially if you copy everything word for word. 

Right. Thanks for everything guys. 

PS. I'm in the Fullmetal Alchemist fandom now. Will I start another 
fanfic that I will probably never finish? Only time will tell. 


End 
f lie . 



